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PREFACE. 


xVbove  thirty  years  ago  I  publifhed 
a  tranflation  from  Metailalio  in  two  volumes,  con- 
taining Artaxerxes,  the  Olympiad,  Hypsipyle, 
Titus,  Demetrius  and  Demophoon.  It  was  my 
defign  to  have  proceeded  occafionally  with  the  reft 
of  his  dramas,  but  being  foon  engaged  in  fuch 
profeflional  duties  as  required  all  my  attention, 
the  profecution  of  that  defign  was  neceflarily 
fufpended.  When  intervals  of  leifure  afterwards 
might  have  enabled  me  to  return  to  it,  I  entered 
upon  the  laborious  undertaking  of  a  verfion  of  the 
Orlando  Furioso  of  Ariofto,  in  confequence  of 
which  the  former  work  feemed  then  to  be  relin- 
quifhed,  with  little  or  no  view  of  being  ever 
refumed. 

But  it  having  been  propofed  to  print  a  new  edi- 
tion of  the  tranflation  of  Metaftafio's  fix  dramas 
before  publifhed,  I  was  induced  to  take  up  this 
author  again,  and  have  added,  in  the  prefent  edi- 
tion, befides  a  continuation  of  his  dramas  of  three 
a6ls,  tranflations  from  his  lefler  pieces  and  Lyric 
poems  of  a  different  flyle. 

VOL.  I.    •  a  Many 
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Many  years  had  elapfed  before  the  ments  of 
Metaftafio  were  known  to  this  country,  except  by 
a  very  few  perfons  verfed  in  the  Italian  language, 
the  cultivation  of  which  hcfs  rapidly  advanced 
anriongft  us,  within  thcfe  twenty  years,  and  intro- 
-duced  to  our  more  general  acquaintance  the  writings 
of  one,  whofe  reputation,  as  the  firft  Lyric  and 
dramatic  poet  of  the  age,  had  been  cflablillied  on 
the  continent  for  more  than  half  a  century. 

It  is  not  my  defign,  in  this  preface,  to  give  a 
regular  narrative  of  the  Poet's  life.     Every  Italian 
reader  will  find  a  well  digefted  and  circumftantial 
account,  by  Carlo  Criftini,  prefixed  to  an  edition 
of  Metaftafio's  works  publifbed    at   Nice  in  the 
year  1785,  in  twenty-two  volumes ;  in  which  edi- 
tion are  included  all  his  profe  works  and  letters, 
together  with  obfervations  by  feveral  Italian  critics, 
on   his   mcFft   celebrated   dramas.      The   Englifli 
reader  may  have  recourfe  to  the  laft  publication  of 
the  ingenious  and  indefatigable  Dr.  Burney,  en- 
titled, "  -Memoirs  of  the  Life  and  Writings  of  the 
Abate  Pietro  Metaflafio,"  in   three  A'olumes  oc- 
tavo.    I  (hall   therefore  content  myfelf  with    the 
mention  of  fuch  particulars,  as  may  feem  to  be  in 
fome   fort  connected   with,  and  to  arife  naturally 
from  a  confideration  and  review  of  his    chafa6ier 
and  writings ;  referring  to  the  Italian  edition   of 
■  Criftini,  and  to  the  Englifli  publication.     It  cannot 
be  fuppofed  that  I   have  much  to  communicate, 

in 
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in  addition  to  what  has  been  told  by  Dr.  Burney, 
who  profefTes  to  give  the  reader  "  fome  idea  of  the 
genius  and  worth  of  this  extraordinary  man,  from 
the  bell  biographers  and  eulogifts  lie  had  been 
able  to  procure,  fo  far  as  they  agreed  with  what 
he  had  heard  at  Vienna  ;  in  his  vifits  to  the  impe- 
rial'Laureat,  and  enquiries  concerning  him  of  his 
friends  and  intimate  acquaintance."  * 

We  find  that  Metaftalio  was  not  the  name  of 
his  family,  who  were  called  Trapaffi,  and  lived  in 
the  town  of  Affifi,  but  a  name  given  him  by  the 
learned  Abbe  Gravina,  from  a  Greek  word  figni- 
fying  a  change.  Gravina  relided  at  Rome,  to 
which  city  the  family  of  the  Trapaffi  had  removed, 
and  where  our  poet  was  born,  whom  Gravina 
adopted  when  he  was  yet  a  boy,  being  ftruck  with 
the  uncommon  genius,  which  he  exemplified  at 
ten  years  old,  in  reciting  extemporaneous  verfes, 
after  the  manner  of  the  Improvifatori.  Under  the 
patronage  of  fuch  a  friend,  young  TrapafTo,  or 
rather  Metaftafio,  as  he  was  ever  after  called, 
found  himfelf  enabled  to  profecute  his  fludies. 
Like  Ariofto  and  Tafib  he  was  initiated  in  the 
rudiments  of  the  Law,  being  defigned  for  that 
profeffion ;  but,  by  the  indulgence  of  Gravina, 
he  employed  part  of  his  leifure  in  the  cultivation 
of  polite  letters  ;  and  at  the  age  of  fourteen  pro- 

a  1  duced 

•  See  the  Doftor's  preface. 
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duced  his  tragedy  of  Gluftino.  At  length  having 
loft  his  patron,  who  bequeathed  him,  at  his  death, 
a  conliderable  legacy,  he  devoted  himfelf  en- 
tirely to  his  favourite  purfuits  of  mufic  and 
poetry.  * 

Our  poets'  works  confift  chiefly  of  ferious  dra- 
mas, or  operas  of  three  ads ;  the  reft  are  fhialler  dra- 
matic pieces,  or  Lyric  poems,  of  all  which  many 
are  temporary  and  local,  in  confequence  of  his 
profeflional  lituation  at  Vienna,  as  Caefarean  poet  to 
the  emperor  Charles  VI.  and  afterwards  to  the 
emprefs-queen  Maria  Terefa, 

It  feems  that  he  was  chiefly,  if  not  wholly  in- 
debted for  this  honour,  to  the  recommendation  of 
the  learned  Apoftolo  Zeno,  at  that  time  poet  laureat 
to  the  emperor,  and  who,  from  his  advanced  age, 
had  delired  to  be  relieved  by  fuch  a  fuccefl!br  as 
Metaftafto.  In  a  letter  from  Prince  Pio  of  Savoy 
the  offer  was  made  him  of  this  poft,  at  the  falary 
of  3000  florins.  The  ofter  was  accepted  by  Me  - 
taftafio,  though  he  parted  with  reluctance  from 
his  family  and  friends  ;  particularly  from  Signora 
Bulgarelli,  commonly  called  the  Romanina,  with 
whom  he  had  contra6led  a  moft  intimate  friend- 
fhip,  and  who  with  her  hufband,  made  but  one 
family  with  the  Trapafft  at  Rome.  This  lady  was 
the  moft  eminent  ftnger  of  her  time,  and  performed 

the 

♦  Criftlni  Vita  del  Met.  p.  xxi.  Memoirs,  &c.  p.  4.    ■ 
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the  part  of  Dido,  in  the  opera  of  that  name. 
The  reader  will  fee  an  interelling  account  of  the 
beginning  and  progrefs  of  this  attachment  in  Dr. 
Burney's  book.  * 

Metaftafio  arrived  at  Vienna  in  July  1730,  from 
which  place  he  gives  in  a  letter  to  a  friend,  the 
following  relation  of  his  firft  reception  by  the 
Emperor. 

-{-  "  I  returned  on  tuefday  by  command  of  the 
emperor,  to  take  my  audience  at  Luxemberg: 
I  faw  him  at  table  :  I  dined  with  Prince  Pio,  and 
afterward,  at  three  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  had 
an  audience  of  his  imperial  majefly.  The  gen- 
tleman, by  whom  I  was  introduced,  left  me  at  the 
door  of  the  room  where  the  emperor  flood  leaning 
againft  a  table,  with  his  hat  on,  feeming   very 

thoughtful ; 

*  Criftini,  p,  Ixviil.  Memoirs,  &c.  Vol.  I.  p.  26  to  1 10. 

+  '*  Tornai  martedi  all'udienzaperordinedel  padrone  a  Laum- 
burgo,  affiftei  alia  tavola,  pranzai  col  fignor  principe  Pio,  e  poi 
alle  tre  dopo  il  mezzo  giorno  fui  ammeffo  alia  formale  udienza  di 
Cefare,  11  cavaliere,  che  m'introduffe  mi  lafcio  fuila  porta  della 
camera  nella  quale  il  padrone  era  appoggiato  ad  un  tavolino  in 
piedi  con  il  fuo  cappello  in  capo  in  ario  molto  feria  e  foftenuta. 
Vi  confeflb  che  per  quanto  mi  foffi  preparato  a  quef.'  incontro, 
non  potei  evitare  nell'animo  mio  qualche  difordine.  Mi  venne 
a  mente  che  mi  trovava  a  fronte  del  piu  gran  perfonaggio  della 
terra,  e  che  doveva  effer  io  il  prime  a  parlare,  circostanza  che  non 
conferifce  ad  inroraggire.  Feci  le  tre  riverenze  prefcrirtimi, 
una  nell'  «ntrar  della  porta,  una  in  mezzo  della  ftanza,  e  V  ultima 

Ticino 
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thoughtful.  I  confefs  to  you  that  though  I  was 
prepared  for  fuch  a  meeting,  I  could  not  but  feci 
fome  difordcr,  on  refleding  that  I  was  then  face  to 
face  with  the  greateft  perfonage  upon  earth,  and 
that  I  was  required  to  fpeak  firft,  a  circumftance 
that  did  not  much  contribute  to  encourage  me.  I 
made  three  bows,  as  I  had  been  direcSled,  one  at 
entering  the  door,  one  in  the  middle  of  the  room, 
and  the  laft  near  his  majefly,  I  then  bent  one 
knee  to  the  ground  ;  but  the  gracious  prince  in-  • 
ftantly  made  me  ftand  up,  faying,  *  rife,  rife.'  I 
then  addrefled  him  in  a  voice  not  very  firm  to  the 

following 

vkino  a  S.  M.  e  pol  pofi  un  ginocchio  a  terra,  ma  il  clementlfllmo 
padrone  fubito  m'  impofe  di  alzarmi,  replicandomi :  '  Alzatevi, 
^l7.atevl,'  Quiioparlai  con  voce non  credo mol to  ferma  con  quefti 
fentirr.enii.     *  lo  non  fo,  fi  fia  maggiore  il  mio  contento,  6  la  mia 

*  confufione  nel  ritrovarmi  a  piedi  di   V.  M.  Cefarea,  E'  quefto 

*  un  motivo  da  mc  fofpirato  fin  da'  primi  giorni  dell'  eta  mja,  ed 

*  era  non  folo  mi  trovo  avanti  il  piu  gran  monarca  della  terra, 

*  ma  vi  fono  col  piu  gloriofo  carattere  di  fuo  attual  fervitore.     So 

*  a  q'janto  mi  obbliga  quefto  grado,  e  conofco  la  debolezza  delle 

*  mie  forze  e  fe  potefli  con  gran  parte  del  mio  fangue  divenir  un 

*  Omero,    non  efiterai   a  divenirlo.     *Suppliro  pertanto,  per 

*  quanto  mi  fara  pcffibile,   alia  raancanza  d'  abilita  non  rifpar- 

*  miando  in  fervizio  della  M.  V,  attenzione  e  fatica.  So,  che 
'  per  quanto  fia  grande  la  mia  debolezza,  fara  fempre  inferiore 

*  all  infinita   clemenza  dell  M.  V.  e  fpero  che  il  carattere  di 

*  poeta  di  Cefare  mi  comunichi  quel  valore  che  non   efpero  dal 

*  mio  talento.'      "  A   proporzione   che   undai  parlando,   vidi 

•  "  QueAa  parte  del  complimento  npn  pare  che  r'ltep^a  tu^  la  4el  dc- 
licatezza  propria  di  MetafUHp. ' ' 

raflcrenarfi 
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following  efTecSl : '  *  I  know  not  whether  my  fatis- 

*  fa6lion  or  confuiion  be  greated,  to  find  myfelf 
'  at  the  feet  of  your  Geefarean  majefty ;  It  is   an 

*  honour  I  have  fighed  for   from  my  earheft  days, 

*  and   now   I   not   only   find   myfelf  before   the 

*  greateft  monarch  upon  earth,  but  I  am  here  in 

*  the   fflorious   character  of  one  of  his  fervants. 

O 

'  I  am  not  more  confcious  of  the  obligations  I  am 

*  under  from  fuch  a  flattering  diftin6lion,  than  I 

*  am  confcious  of  my  own  wcaknefs ;  and  if  [ 
"*  could  with  tiie  lofs  of  great  part  of  my  blood  be- 
^  come  a  Homer,  I  would  not  helitate  a  moment 
•*  to  determine  my  choice.  *  In  the  mean  time  I 
<  will  ufe  my  utmoft  endeavours  to  fupply  with 

*  unwearied  diligence  what,  may   be  wanting  in 

*  ability 

raffercnarfi  il  volto  dell'  auguftlflimo  padrone,  il  quale  in  fine 
affai  chiaramente  rifpofe  :''  *  Era  gia  pcrfuafo  della  voftra  virtu 

*  maadeflb,    io  fono  ancora  informato  del  voftro  buon  coftume,  e 

*  non  dubito  che  non  mi  contentercte  in  tutto  quello,  che  fara 
'  di  mio  Cefareo  fervizio,   anzi  mi  obbligherete  ad  eflcr  contento 

*  di  vox.'  "  Qui  fiferroo  adattendere,  fe  io  voleva  fupplicarlo 
d'altro  ;  onde  io  fecondo  le  iftruzione  gli  chiefi  la  permiffione  di 
bacciargli  la  mano,  ed  egli  me  la  porfe  ridendo,  e  ftringendo  la 
mia ;  ond'  io  confolato  da  qaefta  dimoftrazione  d'amore,  ftrinfi 
con  un  trafporto  di  contento  la  mano  Ce{are»  con  entrambe  le 
mie  e  le  diedi  un  baccio  cofi  fonoro  che  potd  il  clementifllmo 
padrone  aflai  bene  avvederfiche  veniva  dal  cuore." 

Criftini,  vita  del  Met.  p.  Ixxxix. 
Memoirs,  &c.  Vol.  I.  p.  43  to  62. 

*  The  Italian  Editor  here  obferves,  that  this  part  of  Metaftafio's 
fpeech  decs  not  fecm  to  have  all  his  ufual  delicacy. 
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*  ability  to  ferve  your  imperial  majefty :  I  am 
'  truly  fenlible  that,  whatever  my  incapacity  may 
^  be^  it  will  always  experience  the  infinite  clemency 

*  of  your  majefty  ;  and  I  hope  that  the  character 

*  of  Caefarean  poet  will  infpire  me  with  what  I 
'  defpair  of  attaining  by  my  own  talents/  "  As  I 
continued  to  fpeak,  I  obferved  that  the  counte- 
nance of  my  auguft  patron  aflumed  a  look  of  com- 
placency, and  when  I  had  concluded  he  anfwered 
with  great  affability  :   '  I  was  before  well  con\'in- 

*  of  your  genius,  but  now  I  am  perfuaded  of  the 
'  goodnefs  of  your  difpolition,  and  I  doubt  not  but 

*  you   will  acquit  yourfelf  well  in  your  office,  and 

*  that  I  fhall  be  perfedlly  fatisfied  with  you.* 
"  He  then  flopped  to  hear  if  I  had  any  thing  further 
to  fay,  when,  agreeable  to  the  inftruclions  that 
had  been  given  me,  I  begged  permiffion  to  kifs 
his  hand  :  he  held  it  to  me  with  a  fmile,  prefling 
my  hand  in  his.  Encouraged  by  this  token  of 
kindnefs,  I  prefTed  his  imperial  hand  with  both 
mine,  and  gave  it  fo  fervent  a  kifs,  that  his 
gracious  majefty  muft  have  been  fenfible  it  came 
from  my  heart."* 

Metaftafio  continued  in  the  fervicc  of  the  empe- 
ror Charles  VI.  till  the  death  of  that  prince  in  the 
year  1740,  and  continued  afterwards  in  the  fervice 
of  the  emprefs-queen,  beloved  and  refpedled  by 
^1 ;    during    which  time  he   modeftly   declined 

many 

♦  Criftini  p.  Ixxxix.    Memoirs,  <SfC,  p.  43  to  62. 
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manv  offers  of  honourable  diftindlion,  made  him 
by  both  fovereigns.  At  the  deccafe  of  his  patro- 
nefs,  Maria  Terefa,  in  the  year  1780,  he  received 
the  warmeft  aflurances  of  favour  and  protection 
from  the  emperor  Jofeph  II.  foon  after  which  he 
died,  upwards  of  eighty-four  years  of  age,  having 
been  fifty  years  abfent  from  Rome  and  refident  at 
the  imperial  court.  * 

Though  the  firft  opera  of  Metaflafio  was  written 
in  1724,  and  his  reputation  continued  increafing 
till  he  entered  into  the  emperor's  fervice  in  the 
year  1730,  yet  none  of  his  dramas  were  known 
to  the  Englifh  reader,  till  my  tranflation  in  the 
year  17^7,  except  from  fuch  of  them  as  had  been 
performed  at  our  theatre. 

But  a  perufal  of  thefe  could,  even  in  the  Italian, 
give  little,  or  rather  no  idea  of  the  talents  and 
genius  of  Metaftafio.  The  principal  defign  of  the 
managers  of  the  opera,  being  to  exhibit  the  finger 
or  mufician,  little  attention  is  paid  to  the  conduct 
of  the  fable.  As  our  audiences  would,  by  no 
means,  endure  the  length  of  his  recitatives,  the 
fcenes  are  fo  abridged,  that  not  only  the  dialogue 
is  mutilated,  but  the  a6lion  is  precipitated,  the 
cataftrophe  unnaturally  brought  on,  and  the  whole 
rendered  cold  and  unafFecSling,  while  that  art  is 
utterly  dcftroyed,  by  which  the  poet  carries  on  his 

plot, 

*  Criftini,  p.  cclx. 


X  PREFACE. 

plot,  with  du2  gradations,  and  keeps  up  attention 
to  tlie  laft  fccne. 

Before  Metaflafio's  dramas  were  known,  the 
prejudice  muft  certainly  have  been  very  Itrong 
againft  the  opera  poets,  which  prejudice  muft  have 
been  powerfully  ilrengthened  by  the  inimitable 
Mr.  Addifon ;  and  undoubtedly  would  have  ftill 
fubfifted,  were  there  nothing  better  to  influence 
the  reader's  judgment  than  the  pieces  printed  for 
the  Haymarket,  not  excepting  thofe  under  the 
name  of  Metaftafio  in  their  mutilated  fiate.  To  be 
convinced  of  this,  among  many  inflances,  the 
reader  need  only  cafl  his  eyes  over  the  Demo- 
FOOXTE,  confeliedly  one  of  his  belt  productions,  as 
altered  for  the  opera  theatre. 

It  appears,  however,  that  this  licenfe  was  not 
peculiar  to  our  flage.  Metaftafio  hiififelf  frequently 
complains  of  the  liberties  taken  with  him  by 
fingers  and  compofers.  An  Italian  critic  has 
obferved  that  Metaftafio  had  written  dramas  too 
excellent  for  reprefentation,  and  that  the  conipofer 
was  compelled  to  omit  fome  of  their  fineft  parts 
in  prder  to  fit  them  for  the  ftage,  for  which  reafon 
Themistocles  and  Regulus,  not  admitting  of 
fuch  alteration,  were  feldom  performed.  In  one 
of  his  letters  the  author  fays :  "  I  know  by  daily 
cjcperience  that  my  own  dramas  are  much  more 
certain  of  fuccefs  in  Italy,  when  declaimed  by 
comedians  than  when  fung  by  muficians."    On  this 

paflage 
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paflagc  Dr.  Burney  declares  his  ignorance  of 
their  being  ever  recited  without  mulic,  and  in- 
deed we  can  have  httle  idea  how  they  were  fo  ex- 
hibited in  their,  prefent  ftate,  or  in  what  manner 
the  airs  or  Lyric  parts  could  have  been  fpoken  r 
at  the  fame  time  the  Doctor  adds  "there  can  be 
no  doubt  of  the  aflertion  of  the  good  Metaftafio'i 
being  well  founded."  * 

Mr.  Addifon  tells  us :  "  An  eftablifhedrule  was 
laid  down,  which  is  received  to  this  day^  that 
nothing  is  capable  of  being  weJl  fet  to  mujick  that  is 
not  nonfenfe  :"  he  adds,  with  great  humour,  "  this 
maxim  was  no  fooner  received,  but  We  fell  to 
tranflating  the  Italian  opera,  and  as  there  is  no 
great  danger  of  hurting  the  fenfe  in  thofe  extraor- 
dinary pieces,  Sec."-)-  But  what  would  this  amiable 
writer  have  faid,  had  he  lived  to  be  converfani 
with  the  operas  of  Metaftafio,  or  even  with  thofe 
of  his  predeceflbr  Apoftolo  Zeno,  who  feems 
to  have  been  the  firft  that  has  fhewn  the  world,  an 
Italian  opera  was  capable  of  being  embelliihed 
by  the  efforts  of  genius.  Zeno  has  been  called 
the  i^fchylus,  and  Metaftalio  the  Sophocles  of 
the  Italian  ftage. 

Mr.  Addifon  died  in  1719,  and  Dido,  the  firft 

ferious  opera  of  Metaftafio,  was    not    produced 

till  1724.     With  the  works   of  Apoftolo  Zeno,  I 

believe  the  Englifli  are  to  this  day  little  acquainted. 

The 

•  Memoirs,  Vol.  II.  p.  318  &  Note, 
f  Spcaator,  Vol.  I.  No.  5,  x8. 


The  firft  edition  of  his  dramas  collected  was  pub- 
lilhed  at  Venice  in  1744. 

From  what  had  been  faid  of  this  writer  by  Mr. 
Baretti,  in  his  letter  from  Italy,  I  was  led  to  pe- 
rufe  all  his  dramas,  in  which  there  appeared  to  me 
great  merit,  with  refpe6l  to  plot,  fentiment,  inci- 
.clent  and  character,  though  he  mud  be  allowed 
to  be  harfh  in  his  language  and  hard  in  conftruc- 
tion.  Such  an  author  will  not  be  readily  perufed 
by  thofe  who  have  been  accuftomed  to  the  har- 
mony, and  clearnefs  of  Metaftaiio.  I  had  once 
conceived  a  defign  of  giving  the  public  a  feledlion 
of  Zeno's  dramas  in  an  Englifh  drefs. 

The  real  excellencies  of  Metaftafio,  as  a  poet 
and  dramatift,  mufl  be  fought  for  in  the  clofet, 
by  an  examination  of  his  works  entire  and  unin- 
jured, when  it  will  be  found  that  his  dramas  have, 
in  a  high  degree,  the  beauties  of  tragedy,  allowing 
fof  fome  incongruities  arifing  from  the  general  plan 
of  an  opera,  which  he  was  led  to  adopt.  This 
eircumftance  has  been  regretted  by  fome  of 
his  critics,  one  of  whom  obferves,  with  great 
truth,  that  the  genius  of  Metaftaiio  fhould  have 
raifed  him  above  the  inlipidities  of  the  operatic 
drama. 

I  believe  indeed  it  will  be  allowed  by  the  poet's 

warmeft  admirers,  that   the   intrigues   and   love- 

fcenes  of  his  fecond  or  under  perfonages   are   too 

often  uninterefting ;  of  which,  amongft  many,  ex- 

0  amples 
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amples  may  be  given  in  the  loves  of  Selene,  Me- 
gabyzus  and  Barcene,  in  the  operas  of  Dido, 
Artaxerxes,  and  Demetrius.  Such  parts  ap- 
pear ftill  more  cenfurable  when  contrafted  with 
other  fcenes,  that  are  replete  with  all  the  elegance, 
force,  and  pathos  of  the  moft  approved  tragic 
writers.  In  this  refpe6i:  Zeno  has  more  attended 
to  the  dignity  of  tragedy,  being  in  a  great  meafure 
free  from  the  introduction  of  fuch  love  dialogues, 
as  muft  tend  to  weaken  the  general  efFe6l,  and  may 
perhaps  give  a  kind  of  famenefs  to  dramas,  in  re- 
ality fo  diverlified  by  plot,  character,  incident, 
and  cataftrophe. 

There  are  fome  other  features  in  the  compo- 
fition  of  an  opera,  to  which  Metaftafio  feems  to 
have  too  much  adhered.  One  of  thefe  is  a  fudden 
change  of  circumftances,  or  appearance,  fo  as  to 
involve  the  perfons  in  difficulties  and  miftakes; 
fuch  as  the  incident  in  Dido,  where  larbas  is 
about  to  kill  ^neas  and  is  prevented  by  Arafpes, 
who  taking  the  dagger  from  him  is  feen  by  yEneas 
and  believed  to  be  the  aflaffin.  *  Another  feature 
in  the  opera  is  that  high  and  extravagant  point  of 
honour  by  which  the  heroes  and  heroines  are  fome- 
times  actuated,  as  appears  in  the  condudl  of 
Annius  in  Titus,  and  of  Cleonice  in  DeMETftius. 
To  thefe  may  be  added  the  manner  in  which  he 
generally  concludes  his  pieces,  when   every   per- 

fon 
•  Aft  I.    Scene  XVI. 
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perfon  is  made  happy,  and  the  greateft  offenders  are 
not  only  pardoned,  but  often  rewarded,  by  being 
united  to  the  objeds  of  their  affection.  Of  this 
defcription  are  Artaban  in  Artaxerxes,  Sextus  in 
TiTUSj  and  the  atrocious  Maximus  in  j3£tius. 
There  are,  indeed,  fome  few  inftances  where  Me- 
taflafip  has  done  poetical  juftice  on  the  guilty,  as 
in  the  cafe  of  Learchus  in  Hypsipyle,  and 
Zopyrus  in  Zexobia. 

Indeed  an  ingenious  Italian  critic,  Calfabigi,  in 
his  diflertation  on  the  merits  of  Metaftalio,  fays, 
"  *  One  great  motive  for  my  prefent  enquiry  has 
ybeen,  as  much  as  poflible,  to  convince  foreigners 
that  they  have  done  wrong  in  condemning  our 
theatre  ;  that  the  dramas  of  Metaftalio,  accompa- 
nied with  mufic,  are  mufical  poems  ;  but  that 
without  this  accompaniment  they  are  true,  perfe6l, 
and  admirable'  tragedies,  comparable  to  thofe  of 
any  other  nation." 

But  upon  the  whole  it  will  be  found,  notwith- 
ftanding  the  great  talents  of  Metaftafio,  and  the 
above  cited  paflage  of  Calfabigi,  that  no  reader  is 
to  enter  on  the  perufal  of  his  dramas  with  a  mind 
prepoffeffed  by  the  rules  of  regular  tragedy.     Me- 

taftafio 

♦  "  A  quello  mio  principal  motive  quel  altro  fi  agguinge  per 
far'  a  gli  ftranieri,  comprcndere,  che  a  torto  il  nollro  teatro  dif- 
prezzano,  che  le  poefie  del  Signer  Metaftafio  adornate  di  mufici 
fono  poefie  muficale,  ma  fenza  I'unione  de  quefto  ornamcnto,  fono 
■vere  perfctte  e  preziofe  tragedie  da  compararfe  alle  piu  celebri  di 
tutte  le  altri  nazioni."     Diflert.  Paris  edit,  of  Met. 
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taftaiio  was  himfclf  a  mulical  man  ;  he  engaged  in 
a  province  of  dramatic  poetr}%  the  opera,  that 
fecms  to  have  been  the  great  object  of  theatrical 
exhibition.  He  is  therefore  to  be  confidered  as  an 
uncommon  genius,  ftrugghng  Uiider  the  difficuhy 
of  rcconciUng  two  powerful  rivals.  Music  and 
Poetry,  I  will  venture  to  fay,  in  this  inftance,  un- 
naturally joined  together,  in  which  junclion  there 
mult  often  be  a  temptation  of  facrificing  Jejife  to 
famd. 

Mr.  Mafon,  though  himfelf  an  adept  in  the  fci- 
ence  of  mulic,  yet  fays,  as  cited  by  Dr.  Burney^ 
"  How  great  a  dramatic  writer  Metafiaiio  would 
have  been,  if  he  had  not  been  compelled  to  write 
for  mulical  compofers  to  furniOi  them  with  hhretti'* 
and  this  probably  was  Mr.  Gray's  idea  when  he 
would  not  allow  his  dramas  to  be  legitimate  trage- 
dies, but  only  Iketches."-)-  Mr.  Mafon  adds : 
''^  It  muil,  however,  be  acknowledged,  that  his 
lyrical  dramas,  as  originally  written,  with  refpevSt 
to  theatric  contrivance,  and  judicious  develope- 
ment  of  the  ftory,  infinitely  excel  the  generality  of 
our  modern  tragedies."  On  the  different  genius  of 
opera  and  tragedy,  Dr.  Burney  makes  the  follow- 
ing candid  remarks  :  \ 

"  A  good  opera,  without  many  changes,  will  al- 
ways be  a  bad  tragedy  ;  and  the  moil  excellent 

tragedy, 

•  Little  books,  or  pieces  fticrrene  J  to  fit  them  for  mufic. 
+  Memoirs,  &c.  Vol.  III.  p.  385.       %  Ibid. 
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ttagedy,  without  compreflion,  an  infupportable 
opera.  In  tragedy,  not  only  is  amplification  al- 
lowable, but  necefliiry,  to  difplay  the  powers  of 
poetry  and  eloquence,  as  well  as  to  difcriminate  cha- 
ra6lers,  and  paint  pallion.  In  an  opera,  the  nar- 
rative mull  be  fhort,  the  incidents  numerous  and 
rapid  in  fucceffion,  the  di(5tion  rather  fweet  and 
flowing,  than  ftrong  and  nervous."  * 

I  think  fuch  a  paflage,  from  one  who  cannot  be 
fuppofed,  in  this  cafe,  to  give  a  partial  judgment, 
mufl  ftrengthen  what  has  been  advanced  refpedling 
tlie  alliance  of  the  tramcal  drama  and  mufical  com-* 
pofition  ;  and  I  can  truly  feel  the  force  of  what 
is  faid  on  the  difference  between  tragedy  and 
opera,  from  having  myfelf  introduced  two  of  Me- 
taftafio's  beft  pieces  on  our  fiage,  his  Cyrus  and 
Demophoon,  in  the  form  of  tragedies. 

Dr.  Burney  has,  in  a  few  words,  comprized  the 
general  merit  of  our  poet  as  an  opera  writer : 
"  One  of  the  greatelt  difficulties  which  Metaflalio 
had  to  encounter,  and  for  the  vanquifliing  of 
which  he  has  been  admired  by  thofe  who  have  llu- 
died  the  mufical  drama,  was  the  comprefling  the 
fables  he  chofe  in  fo  fmall  a  compafs,  yet  rendering 
all  his  plots  clear,  his  principal  characters  ftrongly 
marked  and  confiflent,  and  his  fentiments  tender, 
Ber>'ous,  or  philofophical,  as  occafion  required."'}- 

Of 

♦  Memoirs,  &c.  Vol.  II.  p.  252.  Note, 
f  Memoirs,  &c.  Vol.  III.  p.  ^86. 
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Of  the  twenty-fix  operas,  written  by  Metaftafio, 
it  mull  be  confefied  of  very  different  merit,  it 
would  be  difficult  to  fix  the  pre-eminence.  He 
himfelf  gave  the  preference  to  his  Regulus, 
though  not  the  moft  popular  :  he  called  it  his 
Benjamin,  efi:eemed  it  the  befi;  digefl:ed,  the  mofi^ 
finifiied,  and  the  freed  from  faults ;  and  that 
which,  could  he  have  faved  only  one  of  his  dramas, 
he  would  have  preferved.  He  enters  into  a  parti- 
cular analyfis  of  this  piece,  explaining  his  defign  m 
every  chara6ler.  Of  his  facred  dramas^  he  pre- 
ferred the  Betulia  Liberata.* 

He  is  faid  to  have  reached  the  fummit  of  his 
reputation  during  the  firfi:  ten  years  of  his  refidence 
at  Vienna,  from  the  year  1730  to  the  year  1740, 
in  which  period  he  produced,  befides  many  tem- 
porary and  occafional  pieces,  his  beft  ferious 
operas,  amongft  which  are  included  Demophoon-, 
Titus,  Achilles,  Themistocles,  .Zenobia, 
Regulus,  and  Cyrus.  The  merit  of  all  his  facred 
dramas  is  univerfally  acknowledged. 

Metaftafio  appears  to  me  to  have  the  peculiar  art 
of  treating  with  dehcacy  fuch  fubjedis  as  few  other 
poets  would  have  ventured  to  touch  on.  The 
drama  of  Romulus  and  Hersilia,  though  not  one 
of  the  firfl:  in  point  of  general  excellence,  yet  has 
fingular  merit  from  the  manner  in  which  the  fiory 
is  conduded. 

vol.  I.  b  He 

*  Memoirs,  &c.  Vol.  I.  316.   Vol.  III.  309. 
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He  wrote  with  great  facility,  for  though  he  com- 
monly allowed  himfelf  three  months  for  the  com- 
pletion of  an  opera,  he  fometimes  received  an  order 
from  his  court  to  produce  one  at  a  very  fhort  notice. 
In  confequence  of  fuch  a  notice,  the  opera  of 
Achilles,  excellent  as  it  is,  was  begun  and  finifhed 
in  eighteen  days.* 

Criftini  tells  us,  that  when  he  had  a  command- 
to  write,  he  ihut  himfelf  up  in  his  (ludy  with  his 
•favourite  amanuenfis,  Signor  Ercolano ;  not  that 
he   might  commit  his  thoughts  for  him  to  paper, 
but  from  a  fmgular  habit  he  had  contraded,   not 
to  compofe  a  verfe  but  in  company  of  this  trufty 
friend,  who  was  poflefled  of  an  admirable  judg- 
ment in  poetry,  and  to  whom  he  imparted,  from 
time  to  time,  the  efFulions  of  his  mufe  ;  and  finally 
determined  any  doubt  by  his  opinion.     He  con- 
ftantly  returned  to  his  work  every  day  at  a  ftated 
hour.     The  method,  which  he  obferved  himfelf, 
he  recommended  to  others :  "  If  you  do  nothing 
to-day,"  faid  he,  "  be  not  difcouraged  :  the  pro- 
pofed  fubje6l  will  be  ripening  in  your  mind  ;  you 
will  accomplifh  it  to-morrow ;  but  let  not  a  day  pafs 
without  turning  it  in  your  thoughts."    Amongfi:  his 
favourite  books  were  the  works  of  Ovid,  the  Faith- 
ful SHEPHERDof  Guarino,  the  jERUsALEMof  Taflb, 
and  the  ADONisof  Marino.  What  may  fecm extraor- 
dinary, we  aie  told,  that,  before  he  began  to  write, 

he 

*  Memoirs,  &c.  Vol.  I.  p.  i6i. 
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he  always  perufed  fome  of  the  finefl  paflages  in 
Marino's  Adonis.* 

In  a  letter  -J'  to  his  friend  Signora  Bulgarelli, 
fpeaking  of  his  new  opera,  the  Olympiad,  he  fays : 
••^  I  enclofe  you  a  moral  fonnet,  which  I  compofed 
in  the  midft  -of  a  pathetic  fcene  I  was  writing,  with 
which  I  was  fo  afFc(5led,  that  I  could  not  but 
fmile  to  find  my  eyes  moiftened  with  tears  of  fym- 
pathy  for  a  diftrefs  of  my  own  creation."  The 
fcene  referred  to  is  the  parting  of  Megacles  and 
Ariilea  in  the  fecond  A61. . 


SONNET, 

Fables  and  dreams  I  frame,  and  while  I  turn 
My  dreams  and  fables  in  poetic  llrains, 
I  take  a  part  in  vifionary  pains. 
And  at  my  own  inventions  fondly  mourn. 
But  am  I  wifer  when  my  mind  is  freed 
From  thefe  illulions  of  an  idle  hour  ? 
Does  Reafon  then  exert  her  calmer  power. 
And  jufter  caufes  love  or  forrow  breed  ? 
Ah  !  no — not  that  which  makes  the  poet's  theme 
Alone  is  fidiion  :  all  I  hope  or  fear 
Alike  is  falfe  :  I  dwell  with  fliadows  here. 
And  life's  whole  courfe  is  but  an  empty  dream. 

b2  O  ! 

•  Criftini,  p.  cliv. 
+  Memoirs,  &c.  Vol,  I.  p,  84. 
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O  !  when  I  wake  from  fancied  joys  and  woes, 
HeaVen  grant  me  in  the  arms  of  Truth  repofe.* 

The  fonnetj  however,  was  not  a  fpecies  of  writ- 
ing on  which  he  valued  himfelf.  He  calls  it  the 
bed  of  Procruftes.  He  declares  he  never  wrote  a 
fatire,  nor  ever  would  write  one,  though  he  tranf- 
lated  fome  from  Juvenal  and  Horace  ;  but  his 
amiable  difpofition  feemed  to  make  him  averfe  to 
feek  for  blemifhes  of  any  kind.*  He  does  not 
appear  to  have  had  the  leaft  tin6lure  of  envy  in  his 
nature  :  he  always  exprefled  the  utmoft  diffidence 
of  his  own  powers,  and  lived  upon  the  moft  friendly 
terms  with  his  contemporary  poets.  His  judgment 
and  candour  as  a  writer  may  be  feen,  in  his  exa- 
mination 

•    SONETTO. 

**  Sogni  e  favole  io  fingo,  eppurc  in  carte 
Mentre  favole  e  fogni  orno  c  defegno. 
In  lor  (foUe  che  fon  !)  prendo  tal  parte 
Che  del  mal  che  inventai,  piango  e  mi  fdegno. 

Ma  forfe  allor  che  non  m'inganna  I'arte 
Piu  faggio  fono,  c  I'agitato  ingegno 
Fors'e  allor  piu  tranquillo  ?  O  forfe  parte 
Pa  piu  falda  cagion  I'amor  lo  fdegno  ? 

Ah !  che  non  fol  quelle,  ch'io  canto  e  fcrivo, 
Favole  fon  ;  ma  quanto  temo  e  fpiro 
Tutt'  e  menfogna,  e  derilando  io  vivo. 

Sogno  della  mia  vita  e  il  corfo  intero. 

Deh  !  tu  Signer,  quando  a  deftarmi  arrive. 
Fa  ch'io  trovi  ripofo  nel  fen  del'  vcro.** 
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mination  of  the  different  merits  of  the  two  great 
epic  poets,  Ariofto  and  Taflb. 

I  fhall  not  enter  upon  the  invidious  tafk  of  (hew- 
ing how  far  he  is  indebted  to  others ;  fince  it  mull 
be  confefled,  that  if  he  has  many  beauties  entirely 
his  own,  he  has  fome  that  are  the  offspring  of  imi- 
tation. Yet  let  it  be  remembered,  that  whenever 
he  has  copied,  he  has  copied  hke  a  true  genius, 
and  that  the  paflages  he  has  borrowed  havegene- 
rally  received  additional  graces  from  his  pen.  It 
is  faid,  that  on  occafion  of  his  having  made  fome 
ufe  of  the  works  of  Voltaire,  the  French  poet  ex- 
claimed, "  Ah  !  le  cher  voleur,  il  m'a  bien  em- 
belli !"  He  has  undoubtedly  taken  fome  fcenes 
from  Racine,  but  greatly  excels  him  in  delineating 
chara6ler ;  as  muft  be  readily  granted,  on  compar- 
ing the  Achilles  in  Iphigenia  with  the  Achilles  in 
the  opera  of  that  name. 

He  had  little  or  no  knowledge  of  the  Englifli 
language  ;  at  leaft,  not  fo  much  as  to  enable  him 
to  perufe  any  of  our  authors :  and  on  this  fubjedl 
I  can  fpeak  with  precifion,  having  been  honoured 
with  a  letter  from  this  great  poet  in  the  year  1767, 
on  occafion  of  my  verfion  of  his  fix  dramas.  In 
this  letter  he  fays :  "  *  For  my  (hame  I  can  only 

b  3  converfe 

*  "  lo  per  mia  dlfgracla,  non  poflb  ragionar  con  le  mufe  Inglefe 
clie  per  interprete,  mancanza,  che  mi  ha  obligate  gia  a  content- 
armi  d'ammirar'  nelle  copie  i  grandl  origiriali  de'  quali  ridonda 
la  colta  fua  e  ingegniofa  nazione,  e  ora  a  ricorere  all'  benevola 
afliftenza  d'abileamico  perconcepir  la  fua  verfione,  &c." 
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converfe  with  the  EngUfli  mufes  by  means  of  an 
mterpreter.  This  inabihty  has  obliged  me  to  be 
contented  with  admiring,  in  their  tranilations  only, 
the  great  originals  with  which  your  learned  and 
ingenious  nation  abounds ;  and  now  to  have  re- 
courfe  to  the  alliftance  of  an  able  friend  to  under- 
lland  your  veriion,  &c." 

In  one  of  his  letters  to  Dr.  Giufeppe  Bottoni,  he 
ackncfwledges  the  pleafure  he  received  from  the 
Do(?lor's  verfion  of  the  firft  fix  Night  Thoughts 
of  Dr.  Young,  and  exprefles  his  gratitude  that  he 
has  given  him  fome  knowledge  of  Englifli  poetry, 
notwithftanding  his  involuntary  ignorance  of  that 
excellent  language.* 

As  it  may  not  be  unacceptable  to  fome  of  my 
readers,  a  chronological  lift  is  here  given  from  Dr. 
Burney  of  all  Metaftafio's  operas  and  facred  dra- 
mas, with  their  feveral  dates,  the  places  at  which 
they  were  firft  performed,  and  the  names  of  the 
mufical  compofcrs. 

I.  DiDoxE  Abbaxdonata  :  written  and  firft  rc- 
prefented  at  Naples  in  1/24;  fct  to  mufic 
by  Sarro. 

II.  SiROE :    firft   performed  at  Venice  in  1726  ; 

fet  to  mufic  by  Leonardo  Vinci. 

III.  Catone,  in  Utica  :  at  Rome,  172S  ;  fet  to 

mufic  by  Vinci. 

IV.  Ezio: 
♦  Memoirs,  Vol.  III.  p.  107.  i-c.    See  Lettcrt. 
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IV.  Ezro :  at  Rome,  1729;  fet  to  mulic  by 

Porpora. 
V.  Semiramide   riconosciuta  :     at    Rome, 

1729 ;  fet  to  mufic  by  Porpora. 
VI.  Alessandro  NEL  /NDIE:  atRomc,  1730; 

fet  to  mufic  by  Vinci. 
VII.  Artaserse  :    at  Rome ;  fet  to   mufic  by 

Vinci ;  and  at  Venice  by  Hafle,  1730. 
VIII.  Adriano  in  Syria:    atVenice^   1731  ;  ifet 
to  mufic  by  Caldara. 
IX.  IssiPiLE  ;  at  Vienna,  1732  ;  fet  to  mufic  by 

Conti. 
X.  Demetrio  :     at    Vienna,    1732;    fet   to 

mufic  by  Caldara. 
XI.  l'Ohmpiade  :    at  Vienna,  1733  ;    fet  to 

mufic  by  Caldara. 
XII.  Demapoonte  :    at  Vienna,  1733  ;    fet-to 
mufic  by  Caldara. 

XIII.  La  Clemenza  di  Tito  :  at  Vienna,  1734; 

fet  to  mufic  by  Caldara. 

XIV.  AcHiLLE  in  Sciro  :  at  Vienna,  1736;  fet 

to  mufic  by  Caldara. 

XV.  CiRO   RicoNosciUTO  :    at  Vienna,  1736; 
fet  by  Caldara.  ' 

XVI.  Temistocle  :    at  Vienna,  1736 ;  fet  by 

Caldara. 

XVII.  Zenobia  :  at  Vienna,  1740;  fet  to  mufic 

by  Predieri. 

XVIII.  At- 
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XVIII.  Attilio  Regolo  :  written  in   1740  for 
Vienna,  but   not  performed  till    1750, 
when  it  was  firft  fet  to  mulic   by  Hafle 
.  for  the  court  of  Drefden. 
XIX.  Antigono  :  written  for  the  Court  of  Dref- 
den,  1 744  ;  fet  to  mulic  by  Hafle. 
XX.  Ipermestra  :    at  Vienna,  1744;    fet  to 

mulic  by  Hafle. 
XXI.  Il  Ri  pastore  :  at  Vienna,  1751 ;  written 
for  the  ladies  of  the  imperial  court,   per- 
formed to  the  compofitions  of  Bonno. 

XXII.  L'Eroe  Cinese:  reprefented  by  perfons 

of  diftindlion  in  the  imperial  garden  at 
Schonbrunn,  1752,  to  the  mufic  of 
Bonno. 

XXIII.  NiTTETi :  written  for  the  court  of  Ma- 

drid,  1756  ;  fet  to  mulic  by  Conforti. 

XXIV.  Il  Triomfo  diClelia;  at  Vienna,  1762;- 

fet  to  mulic  by  HalTe. 
XXV.  Romelo  ED  Ersilia  :  at  Vienna,   1765  ; 

fet  to  mufic  by  Hafle. 
XXVI.  Il  Ruggiero,    ovvero   l'Eroico   Gra- 

TiTUDiNE ;  performed  at  Milan,   1771? 

to  mufic  compofed  by  HalTe. 

SACRED  DRAMAS. 

I.  La  Passione  di  Giesu  Cristo  :  written  at 

Rome  in   1730,  performed  in  the  impe- 

'     rial  chapel  at  Vienna  j  fet  to  mufic  by 

Caldara. 

II.  Sant' 
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'  II.  Sant'  Elena  al  Calvario  :  for  the  fame 
place,  1731  ;  fet  to  mufic  by  Cal- 
dara. 

III.  La   MoRTE   d'Abel  :  for  the  fame  place, 

1732  ;  fet  to  mufic  by  Reutter. 

IV.  Giuseppe  reconosciuto  :     for    the   fame 
;.j-' .:  ,    place,  1733;  fet  to  mufic  by  Porlile. 

V.  Betulia  Liberata  :    for  the  fame  place, 

1734  ;  fet  to  mufic  by  Reutter. 

VI.  GiOAs  Re  di  Giuda  :  for  the  fame  place, 

1735  ;  fet  to  mufic  by  Reutter. 

VII.  IsACco  FiGURA  del  Redentore  :  for  the 
!->'.      fame  place,  1740. 


Having  taken  a  general  view  of  the  charadler, 
genius,  and  writings  of  Metafiafio,  fo  far  as  was 
deemed  necefi^ry  for  the  information  of  the  reader, 
it  only  remains  to  add  a  few  words  refpedling  the 
prefent  verfion. 

It  was  once  fuggefi:ed  to  me  by  a  friend  of  great 
tafi;e  and  erudition,  to  give  the  public  a  complete 
tranflation  of  all  Metafl;afio's  dramas,  and  either 
wholly  to  omit  the  airs  or  incorporate  them  with, 
the  dialogue  ;  as  this  part  of  the  opera  was  fo  op- 
pofite  to  the  genius  of  tragedy.  But  upon  my 
refuming  the  work,  it  was  judged  that  this  would 
be  taking  a  very  unwarrantable  liberty  with  my 
s^uthor ;  fince,  whatever  merit  the  dramas  might 

pofiefs. 
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pofTcfs,  they  were  flill  to  be  confidered  as  operas, 
and  as  fuch,  their  genuine  form  ought  to  be  prc- 
ferved :  from  thefe  confiderations  my  friend 
feemed  candidly  to  retracSl  his  firft  opinion.  At 
the  fame  time,  it  mufl  l)e  allowed  that  many  of 
thefe  Lyrics  are  of  fingular  beauty. 

Some  of  the  dramas  have,  in  the  Italian,  a  kind 
of  epilogue,  called  Licenza,  annexed  to  them  ; 
which  indeed  is  little  more  than  a  panegyric  on 
the  emperour,  the  emprefs,  or  fome  perfon  of  the 
court.  This  being  altogether  local  and  temporary, 
and  from  its  nature  incapable  of  being  made  in 
any  degree  interefting  to  the  Englifli  reader,  is 
omitted  in  this  tranflation. 

It  may  be  proper  to  mention,  that  the  little 
elegant  drama  of  the  Uninhabited  Island,  was 
tranflated  many  years  ago  at  the  defire  of  Dr. 
Johnfon,  to  be  inferted  in  a  volume  of  Mifcellanies, 
in  profe  and  vcrfe,  publifhed  by  Mrs.  Anna  Wil- 
liams, in  the  year  1766. 

Whatever  indulgence  may  have  been  fliown  to 
my  verlion  of  the  fix  dramas,  publifhed  in  1767; 
it  is  with  the  utmoft  diffidence  that  I  have  attempt- 
ed the  fmaller  poems  or  Lyrics,  the  merit  of  which 
often  fo  greatly  depends  on  the  words  and  turn  of 
expreflion.  "The  maffy  trunk  of  fentiment  is 
fafe  by  its  folidity,  but .  the  blofToms  of  elocution 
cafily  drop  away."  * 

I  wa? 

•  Dr.  Johnfon 's  preface  to  Dry  den. 
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-  I  was  however  very  clefirous  to  give  at  lead  a 
faint  copy  of  thefe  pieces,  fo  admirable  in  the 
ItaUan  for  deUcate  fimpUcity  and  playful  elegance, 
and  in  which  it  is  thought  by  many  that  the  poet 
has  exerted  fome  of  his  fined  talents. 

Of  all  charaders  in  writing,  perhaps  that  of 
dmplicity  is  moil  difficult  to  be  preferved.  It  will 
often  happen  that  words  and  expreffions,  graceful 
in  the  Italian,  can  only  be  rendered  in  Englifh  by 
circumlocution,  which  mult  of  courfe  take  from 
their  fimplicity.  In  this  cafe  nothing  is  left  for  the 
tranflator,  but  to  endeavour  to  catch  the  general 
fpirit  of  the  pailage,  and  thus,  as  far  as  the  genius 
of  the  two  languages  will  admit,  give  the  trueft 
likenefs  of  his  author,  by  which  only  he  can  hope 
to  arrive  at  the  great  fecrct  of  good  tranflation, 
that  of  making  his  work  appear  like  an  original. 

Dryden  tells  us,  that  "  what  Virgil  wrote  in  the 
vigour  of  his  age,  he  had  undertaken  to  tranflate 
in  his  declining  years ;"  and  I  have  only  to  hope 
that  in  the  perufal  of  the  following  flieets,  the 
reader  may  not  too  often  be  reminded  of  this 
declaration  of  our  great  poet,  of  whom  it 
may  be  truly  faid,  "  the  falling  off  of  his  hair 
did  but  make  his  laurels  more  vifible.'* 

There  may  not  poflibly  be  wanting  fome  to  con- 
demn   thefe  lighter  fiudies  at  a  certain  age  ;  yet 
let  it  be  remembered   that  grave   difquilition   and 
deep   argument  are   not   the   province  of  every 
5  writer. 
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writer.  He  who,  at  any  period,  adminiitcrs  to  ra- 
tional amufement,  if  not  intitled  to  a  high  degree 
of  hterary  praife,  muft  at  lead  be  free  from  moral 
c^nfure ;  nor  can  there  furely  be  need  of  any  fe- 
rious  apology  for  my  having  thus  employed  fome 
hours  of  that  leifure  which  I  have  long  enjoyed, 
blefled  by  Providence  with  health  and  fpirits,  and 
grateful,  I  truft,  in  the  recolledlion  of  years  pafTed 
in  that  liberal  service,  from  which  I  have 
derived  fo  many  comforts  to  glad  the  evening  of 
life.  i 


ARTAXERXES. 


Vol.  I. 


PERSONS  OF  THE  DRAMA. 

Artaxerxes,  Prince,  afterwards  King  of  Persia, 
Friend  of  Arbaces,  in  love  with  Semira. 

MandanEj  Sifter  to  Artaxerxes,  in  love  with 
Arbaces. 

Artaean,  Commander  of  the  royal  guards,  Father 
of  Arbaces  and  Semira. 

Arbaces,  Friend  of  Artaxerxes,  in  love  with 
Mandane. 

Semira,  Siller  to  Arbaces,  in  love  with  Artax- 
erxes. 

Megabyzus,  General  of  the  army,  the  confident 
of  Art ARAN. 

The  Scene  lies  in  the  city  of  Susa,  the  refidence 
of  the  Kings  of  Persia. 
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ACT    I.    SCENE    I. 

An  inner  garden  belonging  to  the  Royal  palace  of 
the  Kings  of  Perfta.  A  profpeSi  of  the  palace, 
Time,  night:  moonlight. 

Mandane,  Arbaces. 

Arh.  Farewell ! 

Man.  Arbaces,  flay. 

Arh.  Belov'd  Mandane ! 
The  dawn  is  near ;  fhould  Xerxes  ever  learn 
That  'gainft  his  harfh  command  I  enter'd  here. 
It  little  would  avail  in  my  defence 
To  urge  a  lover's  warmth ;  nor  would  the  name 
Of  daughtei  plead  for  thee. 

Man.  Thy  fear  is  juft : 
This  regal  dwelling  muft  for  thee  be  dangerous. 
But  yet  thou  may'ft  remain  in  Sufa's  walls ; 
Since  exil'd  from  the  palace,  not  the  city. 
Hope  is  not  wholly  loft :-  thou  know'ft  thy  father? 
The  mighty  Artaban,  direcfls  at  will 
The  heart  of  Xerxes ;  that  to  him  'tis  given. 
At  every  hour,  to  pierce  the  deep  recefTes 
Of  tliis  imperial  manfion ;  >that  my  brother, 

B  2  My 
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My  Artaxcrxes  boafts  thee  for  his  friend. 

In  virtue  and  in  fame  you  grew  together, 

All  Perfia  has  beheld  you  partners  ftill 

In  danger's  deeds :  each  from  the  other  caught 

The  emulative  flame :  the  troops  admire  thee. 

The  people  even  adore  thee,  and  the  kingdom 

.Expe^ls  its  fureft  fafety  from  thy  arm ; 

Amidft  fuch  friends  how  canft  thou  fail  fupport  ? 

Arh.  Alas !  my  love,  we  but  deceive  ourfelves: 
Thy  brother  would  in  vain  attempt  to  aid  me  i 
He  and  my  father  are  ahke  fufpe6led. 
When  they  defend  Arbaces :  every  plea 
Is  heard  with  flow  belief,  when  warmly  urg'd 
By  partial  friendfliip,  or  paternal  fondnefs. 
And  for  the  inconflant  herd  of  vulgar  friends, 
Thefe  (hrink,  when  once  the  monarch's  fiivour  fail^. 
How  many  that  with  awe  but  late  beheld  me, 
Now  look  on  me  with  fcorn!  Where  then,  Man- 

dane. 
Where  would'll  thou  have  me  hope  ?  My  dwelling 

here 
Is  danger  to  thyfelf,  and  pain  to  me. 
To  thee  'tis  dangerous,  as  it  adds  new  matter 
To  feed  fufpicion  in  the  breaft  of  Xerxes : 
To  me  'tis  painful  to  b?  ever  near  thee. 
Yet  be  denied  to  gaze  upon  thy  beauties. 
Since  then  my  birth  alone  has  made  me  guilty, 
rU  die,  or  merit  thee — my  life  !  farewell,    [going, 

Man.  Inhuman,  canft  thou  leave  me  thus  ? 

Arh, 
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^rl?.  Alas  ! 
I  am  not  inhuman :  Xerxes  is  the  tyrant : 
Thy  father  is  unjuft. 

Man.  Yet  fome  excufe 
Even  he  might  claim  when  he  denied  my  hand : 
Our  rank,  the  world,  the  dillance  plac'd  between  us; 
Who  knows  but  all  his  anger  was  diflembled  ? 
Perhaps  in  fecret  he  condemn'd  his  rigour. 

u4rl7.  He  might  have  yet  refus'd  to  grant  my  fuit 
Without  contempt:  to  drive  me  from  him  thus. 
To  treat  me  like  the  loweft  of  the  vulgar ; 
To  ftile  me  bafe,  prefumptuous — fuch  reproach 
I  feel,  Mandane,  at  my  inmoft  heart. 
What  if  my  anceftors  ne'er  wore  the  crown. 
At  leaft  they  have  defended  it  for  his : 
If  in  thefe  veins  there  runs  no  royal  blood. 
By  faving  Artaxerxes  I've  preferv'd 
The  blood  of  Perfia's  kings.     Let  Xerxes  fpeak 
His  own,  not  boaft  the  merits  of  his  race. 
'Tis  chance,  not  virtue  to  be  nobly  born : 
Did  choice  djre6l  our  births,  and  only  give 
Kingdoms  to  thofe  who  beft  could  rule,  perhaps 
Arb^ces  had  been  Xerxes,  Xerxes  then 
Had  been  Arbaces, 

Mafi.  In  Mandane'^  prefence. 
With  more  refpe6l,  Arbaces,  name  her  father. 

^rb.  But  when  I  fuffer  fuch  injurious  treatment. 
When  I'm  denied  to  indulge  a  blamelefs  paflion. 
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'Tis  furely  little,  if  I  but  complain. 

Man.  Forgive  me  :  from  thy  anger  I  begin 
To  doubt  thy  truth  :  how  fhall  I  hope  the  heart 
That  hates  the  father,  can  efteem  tlie  daughter  ? 

^rh.    This  hatred  proves  my  pallion  more, 
Mandane ; 
My  indignation  fprings  from  love  to  thee  ; 
Becaufe  I  fear,  that,  banifh'd  from  thy  fight, 
I  ne'er  may  fee  thee  more ;  that  this  perhaps 
Is  the  laft  time — O  Heaven,thou  weep'ft ! — forbear, 
Dry  up  thofe  tears,  my  love  ;  too  much  I'm  foften'd 
Without  thy  grief — I  here  would  have  thee  cruel — 
Permit  me  to  depart ;  now  imitate 
The  fternnefs  of  thy  father.  \jo'm^. 

Man.  Stay,  and  hear  me  ; 
I  have  no  heart  to  fee  thee  leave  me  thus : 
Fain  would  I  go — ^Farewell ! 

Arh.  Farewell,  Mandane  ! 

Man.  Be  true  to  love,  recall  to  mind 
Thou  leav'ft  me  here  with  woes  oppreft  : 

And  let  fometimes  Mandane  find 
Remembrance  in  thy  faithful  breaft. 

When  thou  art  gone,  though,  midft  my  grief, 
Thefe  eyes  no  more  thy  image  fee  : 

Yet  love,  to  give  my  pains  relief, 

Shall  make  my  heart  difcourfe  with  thee. 

[Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    II. 

Enter  Artaban  heh'md,  with  his  /word  drawn 
and  Moody. 

Arh.  [to  him/elf.']  O  hard  command  !  O  fatal 
reparation ! 

0  cruel  moment  that  muft  thus  divide  me 
From  her  for  whom  I  breathe^  while  Hill  I  am  le^ 
To  drag  this  wretched  life.  ,.,, 

Artah.  [coming  forward.']  My  fon — Arbaces.  r  • 

Arh.  My  lord ! 

Artah.  Give  me  thy  fword. 

Arh.  'Tis  here,  my  lord. 

Artah.  There — take  thou  mine  :  fly ;  hide  from 
every  eye 
That  crimfon  fteel.  -  ^ 

Arh.  O  Gods !  what  haplefs  breaft 
Pour'd  forth  this  blood  ? 

Artah.  Enquire  not  now,  be  gone ; 
All  Ihall  be  foon  reveal'd. 

Arh.  O  lir  !  your  looks, 
All  pale  and  wild,  have  fiU'd  me  with  affright ; 

1  freeze  with  horror  whilft  I  hear  your  lips 
Give  painful  utterance  to  your  words — O  fpeak  ! 
Tell  me,  what  can  this  mean  ? 

Artah.  Thou  art  reveng'd  ; 
Xerxes  is  dead,  and  by  this  hand. 

Arh 
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Arh.  What  fa/ft  thou  !— 
What  do  I  hear  ?^ — ^What  is  it  tliou  hall  done  ? 

Artah.  My  deareft  fon,  thy  injuries  were  mine — 
For  thee  I  am  guilty. 

Arh.  Ha  !  for  me  you  are  guilty  ! 
There  wanted  only  this  to  increafe  my  woes. 
And  what  are  now  your  hopes  ? 

Artah,  My  mjnd  revolves 
A  great  defign  ;  thou  mayTt  perhaps  afTume 
The  reins  of  fovereignty — depart — my  purpole 
Demands  that  I  remain. 

Arh.  My  foul's  diftra6led 
In  this  dread  interval ! 

Artah.  Still  doll  thou  linger  ? 

Arh.  O  Heaven ! 

Artah.     Depart — no  more — leave  me  in  peace. 

Arh.  What  fatal'day  is  this  !  undone  Arbaces  ! 

A  thoufand  woes  my  breafl  furprife  ; 

I  pant  in  every  part : 
Cold  through  my  veins  the  current  flies 

To  guard  my  trembling  heart. 

What  anguifh  mufl  this  ftroke  of  fate 

My  dear  Mandanc  coft  ! 
How  fhall  my  foul  lament  too  late 

A  father's  virtue  loft  !  [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    III. 

Artaban  ahtie^ 

Be  refolute,  my  tlioughts !  the  firft  bold  ftep 
Demands  a  fecond  :  to  withdraw  the  hand 
When  ehter'd  upon  crimes,  were  to  be  giiilty  vM 
Without  tlie  hopes  to  enjoy  the  fruits  of  treafqn. 
Prain  then  the  royal  blood  its  utmoft  drop. 
Nor  let  the  empty  name  of  virtue  fhake  me. 
Whate'er  we  judge,  even  daring  guilt  fometimes 
May  claim  applaufe.    To  combat  with  ourfelves ; 
To  bear  unmov'd  the  pings  of  felf-remorfe ; 
Amidft  furrounding  objects  of  affright 
To  keep  the  courage  fix'd  :  thefe,  thefe  are  virtues 
A  glorious  crime  requires — ^but  fee,  the  prince  : 
Now  to  my  wiles — What  mean  thefe  fudd^n  cries ! 
What  tumult's  this !  ' ■  '  *  '"'  •  '^ 

S  C  E  N  E    IV. 

Enter  Artaxerxes,  Megabyzus  and  Guards. 

Artah,  Already  rifen,  (ir  ! 
When  fcarce  the  day  has  dawn'd  ?  What  means 

this  anger 
Which  mingles  with  the  grief,  that  clouds  your 
brow  ? 

^  Artax,  O  deareft  Artaban  !  mofl  welcome  to  met 

Give 
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Give  me  thy  counfel,  give  me  aid,  revenge ; 
All,  all  I  alk  from  thy  fidelity. 

Artah.  I  tremble,  Prince,  at  this  confus'd  com- 
mand : 
Declare  yourfelf  more  fully. 

Artax.  O  ye  powers  ! 
My  father  on  his  bed  there  murder'd  lies ! 

Artah.  Say,  how ! 

Artax.  I  know  not — ^'midft  the  fhade  and  filencc 
Of  this  unhappy  night,  fome  villain  wrought 
The  horrid  deed. 

Artah.  Infatiate  lufl  of  empire  ! 
What  piety,  what  holy  bond  of  nature 
Can  curb  thy  impious,  thy  ungovern'd  rage  !        » 

Artax.  I  underftand  thee,  friend  ;    my  faithlefs 
brother, 
Darius  is  the  guilty. 

Artah.  Who  but  he 
By  night  could  penetrate  the  royal  palace  ? 
Who  elfe  could  find  accefs  to  Xerxes'  bed  ? 
His  difcontent,  his  turbulence  of  temper. 
His  eagernefs  to  grafp  his  father's  fceptre-— 
Alas !  my  lord  !  I  tremble  for  your  life  : 
For  pity's  fake  take  heed — for  oft  one  crime 
Is  as  a  ftep  that  to  another  leads  : 
Revenge  your  father,  and  preferve  yourfelf. 

,  Artax.  p!   if  th/sre's  one  amongft  you  prefent 
here. 

Who 
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Who  feels  companion  for  a  murder'd  king ; 
Who  feels  abhorrence  of  the  crime,  who  calls 
Himfelf  my  friend — now  let  him  fly,  to  punifh 
The  parricide,  the  traitor. 

'  "'j^rtab.  Guards,  to  you. 

In  Artaxerxes  fpeaks  a  prince,  a  fon ; 

Or  rather  fay  in  him  your  fovereign  fpeaks : 

Obey  his  mandate,  punifh  this  offender, 

I'll  lead  you  forth  and  teach  you  where  to  flrike. 

Now  Fortune  favour  my  defigns.  \aftde, 

Artax.  Yet  flay : 
Hear  me  ;  revenge  like  this  may  more  offend 
My  father  than  the  crime  :  Is  not  Darius 
The  fon  of  Xerxes  ? 

Artah.  O  !   'twere  impious  now 
To  counfel  mercy  :  he  whofe  hand  could  fhed 
A  parent's  blood,  has  loll  the  name  of  fon. 

On  troubled  Lethe's  dreary  coafl, 
Hkrk  !  a  king  and  father's  ghofl 

Calls  for  vengeance  and  repofe  ! 
His  looks  now  chill  my  foul  with  fear ; 
And  now  his  dreadful  voice  I  hear : 
See  !  in  his  breaft,  reveal'd  to  view. 
That  bread  from  whence  your  life  you  drew. 

His  gaping  wound  he  fhows ! 

.  '  \Exit  with  guards* 
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S  C  E  N  E    V. 

Artaxehxes,     Megabyzus. 

Artax,  What  vi<Stim  muft  I  flay !  O  Megabyzus ! 

Mega.  Remove  your  doubts :    one  ftroke  alone 
will  punifh 
An  impious  murderer  and  fecure  your  reign. 

Art  ax.  But  to  the  world  my  juftice  may  appear 
A  third  of  empire — O  this  thought  alone 
Will  blot  the  peace  of  all  my  future  days  ! 
No — no — it  muft  not  be  :  let  me  be  gone 
And 'call  the  fentence  back.  [^wVz^« 

Megal  My  lord  !  what  would  you  ? 
Now  is  the  time  to  avenge  your  private  wrongs. 
Learn  to  be  cruel  from  your  cruel  brother. 
He  ^ft  has  taught  it  you.  ! 

Arfax.  Yet  ought  not  I 
To  imitate  his  crimes  :  his  frequent  guilt 
Acquits  not  mine.     Is  there  a  fault  on  earth 
But  what  may  plead  example  ?  None  are  guilty, 
If  to  produce  example  may  fufRce 
To  wipe  away  the  ftain. 

Mega.  But  felf-defence 
Is  nature's  law  :  unlefs  you  take  his  life 
By  him  you  muft  be  llain. 

Art  ax.  O  no— my  danger 
Shall  find  the  favour  of  protecting  Jove 
To  feve  niiB  from  a  brother's  impious  rage,  {^go'mg, 

SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E    VI. 

Enter  S  emir  A. 

Sem.  Prince,  whither  would  you  go  ? 

Artax.  Farewell,  Semira. 

Sem.  You  fly  me,  Artaxerxes ;  flay  and  hear  me. 

Artax.  Permit  me  to  depart ;  detain  me  not. 

Sem.  Is  this  the  welcome  that  thou  giv'ft  to  her. 
Who  fighs  but  for  thy  love  ? 

Artax.  If  I  hear  more, 
Too  much,  Semira,  I  offend  my  duty. 

Sem.  Go  then,  ingrate  !  I  plainly  read  thy  fcom. 

Artax.  Forbear,  dear  idol  of  my  love ! 

O  !  call  me  not  ingrate  : 
Enough,  alas !  I'm  doom'd  to  prove 

The  frowns  of  angry  fate. 

Love  knows  my  paffior^s,  vcwd  of  art, 

Still  on  thy  beauties  dwell : 
This  truth  my  ever  conftant  heart. 

This  truth  thy  own  can  tell.  [Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    VII. 

Semira,     Megabyzus. 

Sem,  My  fears  are,  great :    ere  break  of  day  my 
brother 
.  Departed  hence  :  I  met  my  father  arm'd. 
Who  fpoke  not  to  me  :  Artaxerxes  troubled, 
Accufes  Heaven  and  leaves  me.    Megabyzus, 
What  means  all  this  ?  Thou  know'll — relieve  my 

doubts. 
And  teach  me  what  to  fear. 

Mega.  And  know'ft  thou  not, 
That  now  fraternal  ftrife  divides  the  court  ? 
Art  thou  to  learn  that  Xerxes,  in  his  fleep,  • 
Is  murder'd  by  Darius  ? 

Sem.  Heavenly  powers ! 
What  do  I  hear  !  moll  wretched  Perfia  ! 

Mega.  Ceafe, 
Ceafe  vainly  to  affli^l  thyfelf,  Semira  : 
What  part  haft  thou  in  quarrels  of  ambition. 
In  thefe  diHeiifions  of  the  royal  houfe  ? 
Perhaps  you  fear  that  Perfia's  realms  may  want 
A  king  to  rule — O  we  fliall  find  too  many 
To  exa6l  our  fervitude  !  Then  let  the  brothers 
Rage  on,  and  drench  with  rival  blood  the  throne ; 
Whoever  conquers  is  to  me  the  fame. 

Sem.  But  in  the  general  troubles  of  a  ftate. 

Each 
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Each  bears  a  part ;  and  in  a  faithful  fubjedl. 

Indifference  is  a  crime.     I  know  a  fon 

Has  drench'd  his  weapon  in  a  father's  blood ; 

I  know  that  Artaxerxes  is  in  danger ; 

And  would' ft  thou  have  me  yet,  a  tame  fpedlatrefs. 

Behold  the  fatal  fpedlacle  unmov'd. 

As  on  the  tragic  fcene  tlie  mimic  fufFerings 

Of  mad  Oreftes  ? 

Mega.  I  perceive  the  love 
Of  Artaxerxes,  in  Semira  fpeaks. 
But  know  that,  either  vi(51or  o'er  his  brother. 
The  throne  afcending,  he'll  forget  Semira ; 
Or,  if  fubdued,  his  rival's  policy- 
Will  hunt  his  life  :  thus,  either  way  you  lofe  him, 
A  conqueror  or  vanquifh'd.     Would  you  deign 
To  hear  the  dictates  of  a  faithful  breaft, 
Sele6l  a  lover  like  yourfelf  in  rank. 
Refle6l  that  Love  delights  in  equal  ftate  : 
And  fhould  you  e'er  vouchfafe  to  attend  my  coun- 

fel,  . 
Remember,  fair  one,  then,  who  mofl  adores  you. 

Sem.  Thy  counfel,  fure,  is  worthy  of  thyfelf ; 
And  to  reward  it,  I'll  return  this  other, 
Which  better  fuits  than  thine — forbear  to  love  mc. 

Mega.  Impoflible  to  fee  and  not  to  love  thee ! 

Sem.  And  who  compels  thee  then  to  gaze  upan 
me  ? 
Fly  from  my  prefence,  and  fome  otlier  feek 
More  grateful  for  thy  love. 

1  Mega, 
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Mega.  My  flight  avails  not : 
Your  image  ftill  remains  within  my  breaft-: 
My  foul,  even  abfent,  dotes  upon  your  beauties. 
Still  views,  and  ftill  adores  them.     Yes,  Semira, 
When  ufe  becomes  a  nature,  what  we  lofe, 
Our  fancy  forms  and  fets  in  dreams  before  us. 

The  warrior  dreams  of  fighting  bands ; 

The  huntfman  dreams  of  fylvan  lands  : 

The  lifher  dreams  his  fports  again,  . 

And  fpreads  the  net,  or  guides  the  cane. 

Whene'er  in  fieep  I  clofe  my  eyes. 

In  fleep  I  fee  her  form  arife ; 

Her  form,  for  whom,  alas  !  in  vain 

All  day  I  ligh,  all  day  complain !  [Exit. 

SCENE    VIII. 

Semira  alone. 

Almighty  powers !  Protediing  Gods  of  Perfia  ! 
Guard  for  tliis  realm  the  life  of  Artaxerxes. 
Yet,  ah  !  fhould  he  be  vi6lor  o'er  Darius, 
To  me  he's  loft  !  this  hand  which,  when  a  fubje6i, 
He  deign'd  to  aflc,  a  fovereign  he'll  defpife. 
But  fhall  my  tears  be  w^eigh'd  againft  his  life  ? 
Let  him  but  reign,  and  I  fubmit  to  lofe  him. 
O  !  I  were  impious  to  defire  his  death, 
Through  fear  he  fhould  forfakc  me — No,  ye  Gods, 
I'll  ne'er  repent  my  prayer  for  Artaxerxes. 

2  Cruel 
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Cruel  fate  !  from  love's  excefs 
To  wifh  to  lofe  what  mofl  I  love  ! 

Sure  never  maid  felt  fuch  diftrefs : 
No  breall  can  greater  torments  prove. 

Yet  'midft  my  griefs  I  fhall  be  blefs'd. 

If  he  I  love  but  pitying  fays  : 
Too  much,  Semira,  thou'rt  opprefsM  ; 

Whom  love  ungrateful  thus  repays.      [^ExtL 

SCENE    IX. 

The  palace, 

Man  DANE  alone. 

Where  -fhall  I  fly,  or  whither  fhall  I  turn  ! 
For  pity's  fake,  who  from  this  fatal  palace 
Will  lead  my  Heps,  or  give  me  needful  counfel  ? 
Unhappy  names  of  After,  lover,  daughter  i 
In  one  diflrefsfril  moment  mufl  I  lofe 
My  brothers,  father,  lover — 

S  C  E  N  E    X. 

Enter  Artaxerxes. 

^rtax.  Ah  !  Mandane. 

Man.  Say,  Artaxerxes,  does  Darius  live  ? 
Or  haft  thou  yet  begun  to  incur  the  guilt 
Of  thy  poor  brother's  death  ? 

Artax.  Princefs,  I  feek 
To  fave  me  from  the  crime :  My  zeal,  O  Heaven  ! 
VOL.  I.  c  Drew 
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Drew  from  my  hafty  lips  the  crael  order ; 
Which  fcarcely  given,  my  foul  was  feiz'd  with 

horror : 
Prom  place  to  place  I  run  thro'  all  the  palace, 
To  Hop  the  dire  effe<5ls,  and  alk,  in  vain. 
Tidings  of  Artaban  and  of  Darius. 

Man»  See,  Artaban  is  here. 

SCENE    XI. 

Enter  Artaban. 

Artah.  My  lord ! 

Artax.  My  friend ! 

Artah.  I  fought  you,  fir. 

Artax.  And  I've  purfued  thy  ftcps. 

Artah.  Perhaps  you  fear 

'  Artax.  I  fear — 

Artah.  Difmifs  your  fears : 

'Tis  finifh'd Artaxerxes  is  my  king : 

Darius  is  chaftis'd. 

Artax.  Immortal  powers ! 

Man.  Unhappy  fate ! 

Artah.  The  unwary  parricide 
Himfelf  expos'd  his  bofom  to  the  llroke. 

Artax.  O  Gods ! 

Artah.  You  figh — ^we  but  obey'd  the  order 
Yoxirfelf  had  given. 

Artax. 
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Artax.  Thou  fhould'll  have  better  read 
My  fecret  foul. 

Man.  Thou  might'H:  have  well  forefeen 
His  horror,  his  repentance. 

Artax.  In  a  fon 
Who  loft  his  father,  O  !  thou  fhould'ft  have  pitied 
The  firft  emotions  of  ungovem'd  paflion. 

Artal.  Such  pity  had  been  vain.    To  obey  the 
mandate 
So  ready  were  thy  guards,  that  ere  I  faw  them 
Attack  Darius,  I  beheld  him  ilain. 

Artax.  O  villains !  never  fhall  they  drench  un- 
punifh'd 
Their  impious  weapons  in  a  prince's  blood. 

Artah.  But,  fir !  'twas  your  command  that  made 
them  bold. 
The  fatal  ftroke  was  yours,  and  yours  alone. 

Artax.  'Tis  all  too  true  ! — I  know  and  own  my 
crime  : 
Yes,  Artaban,  'tis  I  indeed  am  guilty. 

Artah.    Guilty !    of  what  ?    Of  ailing  noble 
juftice, 
Of  vengeance  due  to  Xerxes  ?  Be  compos'd. 
And  think  that  by  an  impious  brother's  death, 
A  parricide  is  punifh'd. 
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SCENE    XII. 

Enter  Semira. 
Sem^  Artaxerxes, 
Appeafe  thy  troubled  thoughts. 

Artax,  What  means  Semira, 
That  thus  fhe  greets  us  with  the  looks  of  joy  ? 

Sem.  Darius  is  not  guilty  of  the  crime 
Of  Xerxes'  death. 

Man.  Ye  powers !  What  do  I  hear  ! 

'''^'' Artax.  How  know'ft  thou  this  ? 

Sem.  'Tis  certain  that  the  aflallin 
Even  now  was  feiz'd  ;  for  lurking  near  the  walls 
That  compafs  round  the  gardens  of  the  palace. 
Thy  foldiers  made  him  prifoner  :  every  token 
Declar'd  his  guilt ;  the  place,  his  flight,  his  looks 
Of  terror,  fpeech  confus'd,  his  fword  unlheath'd. 
Still  reeking  with  the  blood. 

Artax.  But  fay — his  name  ? 

Sem.  Each  one  conceals  it ;  when  I  alk'd,  they 
hung 

Their  heads  in  lilence. 

Man.  Should  it  prove  Arbaces.  [afide. 

Art  ah.  My  fon  is  taken.  [afide. 

Artax.  What  a  wretch  am  I ! 
Muft  Artaxerxes  then  afcend  the  throne, 
Stain'd  with  a  murder'd  brother's  guiltlefs  blood, 

Abhorr'd 
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Abhorr'd  by  Perfia,  hated  by  the  world  ! 

Sem.  Is  then  Darius  dead  ?  -^ 

Art  ax.  He's  dead,  Semira ; 
The  barbarous  fentence  iflued  from  thefe  hps ; 
p  !  while  I  live  I  fliall  no  more  have  peace  : 
The  cries  of  my  remorfe  will  found  for  ever 
Within  my  tortur'd  bofom  :  I  fhall  view 
A  father's  and  a  brother's  angry  fhade 
Diftra<5l  my  days,  and  terrify  my  dreams  ! 
In  every  place  will  vengeful  furies  rife. 
In  dread  remembrance  of  a  brother's  murder. 
And  fhake  before  my  eyes  ,the  fable  torch 
Kindled  in  Phlegethon's  infernal  flream. 

Man.  Too  mighty  are  thy  forrows,  Artaxerxes ; 
Since  all  mufl  here  acquit  thee  of  a  crime, 
In  which  thy  heart,  unconfcious,  ne'er  concurr'd. 

Sem.  Let  your  refentment  find  a  nobler  objedl. 
And  with  the  affaffin's  death,  before  the  world, 
AfTert  your  juftice. 

Artax.  Where's  the  impious  wretch  ? 
Condu6l  him  to  me. 

Artah.  I  myfelf  will  go 
To  haften  his  arrival  hither.  [^o/w^. 

Artax.  Stay : 
O  Artaban,  Semira  and  Mandane  \ 
Let  none  in  pity  leave  me  ;  help  me  now : 
Yes,  I  would  now  have  near  me  all  my  friends. 
Where,  Artaban,  where  is  my  dear  Arbaces  ? 

li 
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Is  this  the  friendfhip  that  from  early  years 
To  me  he  vow'd  ?  Does  he  alone  forfake  me  ? 

Man.  And  know'ft  thou  not  he  was  forbid  the 
palace, 
To  punifh  him  for  too  prefumptuous  love  ? 

Ariax.  Let  him  return  ;  I  here  revoke  the  fen- 
tence, 

SCENE    XIII. 

Enter  Megabyzus,  with  Arbaces  difarmed  and 
guarded. 

Mega.  Arbaces  is  the  criminal. 

Artax.  Ye  powers  ! 

Mega.  See  in  thofe  looks  the  marks  of  confcious 
guilt.  \_^o'mt'ing  to  Arb. 

Artax.  My  friend  !  ^    - 

Artah.  My  fon  ! 
■    8em.  My  brother  ! 

Man.  My  Arbaces ! 

Artax.  And  does  Arbaces  thus  return  before  me  ? 
And  could  thy  foul  conceive  fo  black  a  crime  ? 

Arh.  I  am  innocent. 

Man.  O  grant  it,  gracious  Heaven  ! 

Artax.  If  thou  art  innocent,  defend  thyfelf; 
Remove  our  doubts,  clear  up. each  mark  of  guilt, 
And  let  thy  innocence  to  all  appear, 

Arh 
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j4rb.  I  am  not  guilty — this  is  my  defence. 

Artab.  Grant  he  may  ftill  be  lilent !         \afide, 

Man.  Yet  thy  anger 
Againft  my  father — 

Arh.  O  !  'twas  juft. 

Artax.  Thy  flight — 

Arh.  'Tis  true,  I  fled. 

Man.  Thy  fllence — 

Alb.  Fate  demands  it. 

Artax.  Thy  looks  confusM — 

Arb.  They  fuit  my  prefent  ftate. 

Man.  Thy  fword  befmear'd  with  blood-— 

Arb.  'Tis  true  ;  my  hand 
That  weapon  bore. 

Artax.  And  yet  thou  art  not  guilty  ? 

Ma7i.  Thou  didfl:  not  kill  him  ? 

Arb.  I  am  innocent. 

Artax.  Arbaces,  flill  appearances  condemn  thee. 

Arb.  I  own  it — yet  appearance  is  fallacious. 

Artax.  Speaks  not  Semira  ? 

Sem.  O  !  I  am  all  confulion  ! 

Artax,  Why  fpeaks  not  Artaban  ? 

Artab.  O  Gods  !  I  am  lofl: 
In  vainly  feeking  fome  pretence  ta  lave  him. 
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Artax.  Relentlefs  powers !  what  now  remains 
for  me  ! 
And  mud  I  punifh  in  my  deareft  friend 
My  moft  inveterate  foe  ?  Cruel  Arbaces  ! 
Say,  wherefore  didfl  thou  give  me  once  fuch  proofs 
Of  faith  and  truth  ?  Were  then  thy  gentle  manners. 
That  outward  femblance  of  a  Heady  virtue, 
The  fpecious  covering  of  a  guilty  foul  ? 
Could  I  but  blot  that  hour  from  my  remembrance. 
What  time  you  rais'd  me,  where  opprefs'd  I  fell 
Encompafs'd  round  with  foes,  and  bravely  fhed 
With  generous  zeal  your  blood  to  ranfom  mine  ; 
That  while  I  now  revenge  a  parent's  death, 
I  might  not  feem  ungrateful  to  a  friend. 

Arh.  Let  not  the  guiltlefs  lofe  your  former  love. 
If  ever  I  deferv'd,  I  ftill  deferve  it. 

Artah.  Prefumptuous !  canft  thou  claim  without 
a  blufh 
The  affedions  of  thy  prince  ?  Perfidious  fon  ! 
Thy  father's  fhame,  thy  father's  punifhment. 

Arh.  Artthou,  myfather,'tooconfpir'dagainllme? 

Artah.  What  wouldfl  thou  have  from  me  ?  Shall 
I  partake 
Thy  guilt  by  parlying  with  thee  ?  No,  my  lord, 

[to  Artaxerxes. 
Prove,  prove  thy  juflice  ;  I  myfelf  foHcit 
His  fpeedy  fentence  ;  plead  not  in  his  favour 
That  Artaban's  his  "father — O  forget 

My 
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My  loyal  truth,  forget  the  blood  which  oft 
In  danger's  field  I  lavifh'd  for  my  country. 
And  mingle  his  with  what  I've  fhed  before. 

Artax,  O  wondrous  faith  ! 

Artah.  Refolve — and  if  you  ftill 
Retain  fome  kindnefs  for  him,  now  forget  it. 

Artax.  I  will  refolve — but  hard  muft  prove  the  trial ! 

Ah  !  ceafe  awhile,  your  counfel  ceafe  ; 
One  moment  "let  me  breathe  in  peace  : 
In  vain  my  reafon  would  refolve ; 
In  vain,  alas  !  I  now  revolve 

The  thoughts  that  in  my  bofom  fpring : 
This  way  and  that  my  heart  they  rend ; 
At  once  I'm  lover,  judge,  and  friend. 

And  criminal,  and  king !  \_Exit. 

SCENE    XIV. 

Mandane,   Semira,   Artaban,   Arbaces, 
Megabyzus,  Guards^ 

Arh.  Wretched  Arbaces  !  muft  thou  then  en- 
dure. 
Though  innocent,  the  bitter  fting  of  infult  ? 

Mega.  What  ft  range  event  is  thi:  ? 
Sem.  Alas !  I  fear 
More  evils  yet.  [afide, 

Man.  My  peace  is  loft  for  ever  !  [afide. 

Artah.  I  tremble  while  I  feign.  \ajide. 

3  Arh. 
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jdrh.  Alas !  my  father, 
Thou  doft  not  look  upon  me — I  could  bear. 
Without  repining,  all  accufers  elfe  ; 
But  O  !  that  thou  ihould'ft  rife  againft  Arbaces, 
That  he,  who  gave  me  life,  fhould  feek  my  death. 
The  thought,  with  horror,  chills  me  :  fure  a  father 
May  feel  fome  pity  for  his  fufFering  fon. 

Artah,  Thou  art  no  more  my  fon,  no  more 
This  heart  a  kindred  feeling  knows ; 

The  heart  thou  vainly  doft  implore. 
No  pity  to  a  traitor  owes. 

'Tis  guilt  that  makes  thee  thus  diftreft. 

And  fills  with  woe  thy  parent's  breaft.      \Exii, 

SCENE    XV. 

Mandane,  Semira,  Arbaces,  Megabyzus, 
Guards.    . 

Arh.  By  what  offence  of  mine,  too  cruel  powers ! 
Have  I  incurr'd  your  wrath  ?  Yet  let  Semira 
At  leaft  vouchfafe  to  hear  and  pity  me. 

Sem.  Let  but  thy  innocence  appear. 
Thy  words  with  tranfport  fhall  I  hear. 

And  all  Semira's  foul  is  thine  : 

.    But  while  thou  bear'ft  a  traitor's  name. 

Thou  muft  not  even  my  pity  claim ; 

In  thy  defence  I  dare  not  join.  \Exit, 

SCENE 
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SCENE  xvr. 

Mandane,  Arbaces,  Megabyzus,  Guards, 

jirh.  And  is  there  none  will  take  this  wretched 
life  ? 
Ah  !  Megabyzus,  if  thy  pity  ever— « 

Mega.  Speak  not  to  me. 

jirb.  Ah  !  Princefs  ! 

Man.  Hence,  and  leave  me. 

Arh.  Hear  me,  my  friend. 

Mega.  I  fhall  not  hear  a  traitor.  \ExU, 

SCENE    JLVII. 

Mandane,  Are  aces,  Guards. 

Arh.  At  leaft,  Mandane,  liften  for  a  moment. 

Man.  Think  not  I'll  liften  to  a  traitor's  voice, 

Arh.  My  life,  my  foul ! 

Man.  And  dar'ft  thou,  wretch,  prefume 
To  call  me  thus  ?  To  offer  me  that  hand  '-. 

Which  flew  my  father  ! 

Arh.  O  !   I  flew  him  not.  »  ^;_>;;; 

Man.  Who  was  the  aflaflin  ?  Speak. 

Arh.  Alas !  I  cannot : 
My  lips — 

Man, 
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Man.  Thy  lips  are  falfe. 

Arh.  My  heart — 

Man.  Thy  heart 
Is  true  to  vice,  becaufe  it  feels  not  horror 
For  fuch  a  crime  committed.  '  -]^\ 

Arh.  I  am  ftill — 

Man,  Thou  art  a  traitor. 

Arh.  I  am  innocent. 

Man.  Ha  !  innocent ! 

Arh.  I  fwear  it. 

Man.  Faithlefs  wretch ! 

Arh.  What  pangs  I  fufFer  for  a  cruel  father  ! 

\afide. 
Didft'thou  but  know,  my  life  ! — 

Man.  Too  well  I  know 
Thy  hate  of  Xerxes. 

Arh.  Still  thou  canft  not  tell^^ 

Man.  I  heard  thy  threats. 

Arh.  And  yet  thou  art  deceiv'd. 

Man.  O  yes,  perfidious  !  I  was  then  deceiv'd. 
And  then  alone,  when  I  believ'd  and  lov'd  thee, 

Arh.  Then  now — 

Man.  I  hate  thee — 

Arh.  And  thou  art— - 

Man.  Thy  foe, 

Afi. 
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Arb.  Thou  feek'fl— •  • -    ■     .  '.  .^ 

Man,  I  feek^thy  death, 

Arh.  Thy  firfl  afftaion—         ,  ,|,,  j  ,    /.,.-.^ 

Man.  'Tis  all  to  hatred  chang'd. 

Arb.  And  wilt  thou  not 
Believe  Arbaces  ? 

Man.  No,  thou  art  falfehood  all. 

Tell  me  that  thy  treacherous  nature, 

Ever  purpos'd  to  deceive ; 
Tell  me  that  thy  heart's  a  traitor, 

Perjur'd  monfler  !   I'll  believe. 

Fain,  ye  Gods !  I  would  forget  him,        \jifule» 
Fain  would  drive  him  from  my  thought. 

Yet,  alas  !  I  cannot  hate  him. 

As  my  duty  fays  I  ought.  [Exit. 

SCENE    xviir. 

Arbaces,  Guards. 

Arb.  No — Fortune  has  no  further  ills  in  flore ; 
In  one  unhappy  day  I  have  found  them  all. 
My  friend  is  loft,  my  fifter  turn*d  againft  me ; 
My  father  has  accus'd  his'fon ;  my  lov'd 

Mandane 
Mandane  weeps  ♦,  and  yet  I  dare^not  fpeak ; 
I  muft  be  filent  ftill.     Where  is  tke  wretch 
Like  me  diftrefs'd !  Ye  righteous  Gods  !  have  pity: 

'  If 
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If  thus  your  wrath  continues  to  purfue  me, 
'Tis  more  than  human  weaknefs  can  fullain. 

Forlorn  I  plough  the  llormy  wave. 
Without  the  help  of  fhrouds  or  fails  : 

The  Ikies  grow  black,  the  billows  rave. 
The  winds  arife,  the  fteerage  fails. 

Of  all  forfaken,  in  defpair,  .\s. , 

I  blindly  drive  as  Fortune  guides ; 

While  innocence,  which  ftill  I  bear. 
But  whelms  my  bark  beneath  the  tides  ! 

[^Exif  guarded, 

BND  OP  THE  FIRST  ACT. 
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ACT 


JLRTAXERXES.  51^ 


ACT   II.    SC  ENE    I. 

A  royal  apartment. 

,;,,,.  ,      Artaxerxes,  Artaban.  , 

Artax.  Guards,  from  the  prifon  lead  Arbaces 
hither.  \Jpeahng  as  he  enters. 

Thou  haft  thy  full  requeft,  and  would  to  Heaven 
This  meeting  might  prefer^-^e  him  ! 

Artab.  Think  not,  lir. 
That  what  I  alk  fprings  from  paternal  fondnefs. 
Or  ill-tim'd  hopes  to  find  him  innocent ; 
His  guilt  is  too  apparent ;  he  muft  die. 
Your  fafety  only  urges  me  to  fee  him ;  .14 

As  yet  the  motive  of  his  crime  is  fecret, 
The  accomplices  unknown  :  I  would;  ^pk>re  ///' 
Each  dark  device  of  treafon.  fh  •jv.ilBa  r\) 

Artax.  Artaban,  '■  r'S^'S'^  ^^"i6^^ 

How  does  thy  fortitude  excite  my  envy  !  q8 

I  tremble  at  the  danger  of  a  friend  ;h.'.  noqo  Yd'/ 
Thou  keep'ft  thy  temper  while  thy  fon's  condemir'd. 

Artah.  How  dearly  does  it  coft  my  heart  to 
aftlmie 
Thefe  looks  of  firmnefs,  when  my  bofom  owns'  - 
The  voice  of  ftruggling  nature  !  I  too  feel 
The  tender  weaknefs  common  to  a  parent:    V-  ^ 
But  midft  the  conflidl  duty  ftiH  p  revails : 

No 
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No  longer  he's  my  fon,  whofe  impious  crime 
Has  fiird  his  father's  aged  cheeks  with  fh^ime : 
I  was  a  fubje6l,  ere  I  was  a  parent. 

Artax.  Thy  virtue,  friend,  fpeaks  ftrongly  for 
Arbaces : 
I  owe  thee  more  the  lefs  thou  plead' ft  his  caufe. 
Shall  I  be  thus  ungrateful  to  thy  worth, 
Without  remorfe  in  him  to  punilh  thee  ? 
No,  Artaban,  let  us  contrive  to  fave  him  : 
Find  fome  pretence  that  I  may  doubt  his  crime ; 
Let  me  entreat  thee  join  thy  cares  with  mine. 

Art  ah.  What  can  I  do  when  every  thing  con- 
demns him  ? 
You  fee,  Arbaces,  confcious  of  his  guilt. 
Makes  no  defence. 

Artax,  But  yet  thofe  lips  that  ne'er 
Were  wont  to  lie,  declared  his  innocence. 
Can  nature  change  at  once  ?  Ah,  no  !  perhaps 
Some  caufe,  to  us  unknown,  compels  his  filence. 
Speak  to  him,  Artaban  ;  he  to  a  father 
May  open  all  he  from  his  judge  conceals. 
I  will  retire  apart,  that  thou  with  freedom 
May'ft  urge .  the  converfe  with  him ;  watch  him 

nearly. 
Examine  all  his  thoughts  ;  find,  if  thou  canft, 
Some  fhadow  of  defence ;  preferve  thy  fon, 
Thy  fovereign*s  peace,  the  honour  of  his  throne ; 
Deceive  me,  if  thou  wilt,  and  I'll  forgive  thee. 
q'/I  Give 
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Give  me  my  deareft  friend  once  more, 

My  friend  in  life  approv'd ; 
His  virtue  once  again  reftore, 

That  virtue  which  I  lov'd. 

Companions  from  our  infant  ftate. 
Thou  know'ft  in  every  change  of  fate. 

We  kept  the  friendly  chain  : 
With  him  I  parted  every  care, 
With  him  did  every  pleafure  fhare, 

And  foften'd  every  pain.  [Exif. 

;"^      S  C  E  N  E    IL 

Enter  Arbaces  guarded. 

Artah.  Now  rides  my  veflei  nigh  the  port— • 
Arbaces, 
Approach  ;  and  you  retire,  but  near  at  hand 
Await  my  call.  \the  guards  retire, 

Arh.  My  father  here  alone  ? 

Artah.  At  length,  my  fon,  I  may  preferve  thy 
life. 
From  thoughtlefs  Artaxerxes  I've  obtain'd 
To  fpeak  with  thee  in  private — ^let  us  go : 
I  can  condu6l  thee  by  a  fecret  way. 
To  him  unknown  ;  and  thus  at  once  deceive 
His  guards  and  him. 

Arb.  Doft  thou  propofe  a  flight 
That  would  confirm  my  guilt  ? 

Artah.  Unthinking  boy ! 

VOL.  I.  D  '  Let 
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Let  US  be  gone— I  give  thee  liberty ; 

I  fave  thee  from  the  king's  refentment,  lead  thee 

To  popular  applaufe — perchance  to  reign. 

uirh.  What  fay  you,  fir  ! — to  reign  ! 

Artah.  Thou  know'ft  the  race 
Of  Xerxes  has  to  all  been  hateful  long : 
I  need  but  fhow  thee  to  the  impatient  troops ; 
Already  to  our  party  have  I  gain'd 
The  leaders  of  the  bands. 

Arh.  Shall  I  become 
A  rebel  to  my  prince  ?  The  thought  alone 
Fills  me  with  horror :  O  my  father  !  leave. 
Leave  me  my  innocence. 

.   Artah.  'Tis  loft  already, 
Since  all  believe  it  loft  :  thou  art  a  prifoner, 
And  bear'ft  each  mark  of  guilt. 

Abh.  But  yet  unjuftly. 

Artah.  No  matter ;  this  avails^  not :  innocence 
Conftfts,  Arbaces,  in  the  fond  belief 
Of  others ;  take  but  that  belief  away. 
It  fhrinks  to  nothing  :  he  alone  is  virtuous 
Who  wears  the  beft  difguife,  and  artful  hides 
His  inmoft  pallions  from  the  obferving  world. 

Arh.  O  lir  !  you  are  deceiv'd  ;  the  noble  mind 
Is  to  itfelf  a  world ;  approves  or  cenfures  I 

In  fecret  all  its  good  or  evil  deeds. 
Above  the  partial  breath  of  vulgar  crowds. 

Artah,  Let  it  be  fo— but  muft  we  to  preferve 
u  Our 
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Our  innocence,  be  prodigal  of  life  ? 

yfrir.  And  what  is  life,  my  father  ? 

Artab.  Life,  my  fon, 
Is  Heaven's  moft  valued  gift* 

Arb.  Life  is  a  good 
That  leflens  while  we  ufe  it,  every  moment 
Of  our  enjoyment  is  but  as  a  ftep 
That  leads  us  nearer  to  our  diflblution ; 
And  from  the  cradle  we  begin  to  die. 

Artab.  And  Ihall  I  then  contend  with  thee  to 
fave  thee  ? 
No  further  reafon  feek — 'tis  my  command ; 
Difpatch. 

Arb.  Forgive  me,  but  in  this  I  muft 
Tranfgrefs  your  iirfl  command. 

Artab.  Force  Ihall  compel  you ; 
Follow  me.  [offers  to  take  him  by  ths  hand* 

Arb.  Leave  me  yet  in  peace,  my  father : 
Put  not  my  duty  to  fo  hard  a  trial ; 
For  fhould  you  now  conftrain  me 

Artab.  Doll  thou  threaten  ? 
Ungrateful  boy  ! — Speak  out — what  would'ft  thou 
do? 

Arb.  Rather  than  follow  you  I'd  hazard  all. 

Artab*  Soon  fhall  we  fee  who  conquers  :  follow 
me : 
Away.  \tahs  his  hand. 

J)  2  '  Arb, 
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^rk  Ho  !  guards  ! 

Artah.  Be  lilent. 

Arh.  Guards  !  come  forth  ; 
Give  me  again  my  chains :  back  to  my  dungeon 
Once  more  conduct  me.  \^guards  return. 

Artah,  O  !  I  burn  with  rage  !  \afide. 

Arh,  Bid  me  fajrewell,  my  father. 

Artah.  Hence, '  and  leave  me  ; 
Think  not  I'll  liften  to  a  wretch  like  thee. 

Arh.  When  fuch  refentment  fills  thy  mind. 
Such  anger  arms  thy  brow  fevere ; 

How  can  I  hope  my  peace  to  find. 
Or  comfort  from  thy  lips  to  hear  ? 

Inhuman  rigour,  thus  to  drive 
A  father's  pity  from  your  breaft ; 

And  of  a  parent's  love  deprive 

A  fon  as  guiltlefs  as  diftrefi: !    \Exit  guarded. 

SCENE    III. 

Art  ARAN  alone. 
Now,  Artaban,  fubdue  thy  weak  afFe<Slions, 
And  to  his  fate  refign  a  rebel-fon. 
And  yet  I  cannot  from  my  heart  condemn  him ; 
Methinks  I  love  him  more  for  differing  from  me ; 
At  once  I  am  fill'd  with  rage  and  admiration ; 
Pity  and  wrath  by  turns  divide  my  foul. 

SCENE 
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SCENE   IV. 

Enter  Megabyzus. 

Mega.  O  fir  !    on  what  are  now  your  thoughts 
employ'd  ? 
Why  are  you  thus  irrefolute — remember 
'Tis  not  a  time  to  ponder,  but  to  axSl : 
The  peers  in  council  meet ;  together  join'd 
Are  all  the  vidlims  of  your  juft  refentment. 
There  fhall  we  find  your  rivals ;  thefe  deftroyM, 
The  path  is  fmooth'd  to  empire.     Let  us  fly 
To  fet  Arbaces  free.  ■      r  V     '  •^"'571x3  .-V/V^ 

Art  ah.  Ah  !  Megabyzus,  T 

What  wretchednefs  is  mine  !  my  ion  refufes      ^ 
Empire  and  liberty ;  heeds  not  his  life. 
And  with  himfelf  involves  us  all  in  ruin,    '-i--'  - 

Mega.  What  fays  my  lord  ? 

Artah.  Even  now  contending  with  him, 
I  ftrove  in  vain  to  conquer  his  refolves. 

Mega.  Then  from  the  prifon  let  us  bear  him  off 
By  force. 

Artah.  The  time  we  lofe  to  overcome 
His  guard's  fidelity,  or  fhake  their  valour. 
Affords  the  king  full  leifure  for  defence. 

Mega.  'Tis  true  :  then  firft  let  Artaxerxes  die. 
And  after  fave  Arbaces. 

Artah,  But  the  life  ■:  v 

17'G1G7  - 
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Of  my  dear  fon  remains  a  hoftage  for  me. 

Mega.  Behold  this  remedy  :  let  us  divide 
Our  trufly  friends  between  us ;  at  one  inilant     . 
Do  you  attack  the  prifon,  I  the  palace. 

'■     jirtah.  Our  forces  thus  divided  will  be  weakenM. 

Mega.  Something  mull  be  refolv*d. 

Ariah.  The  fafeft  courfe 
Is  to  refolve  on  nothing  :  we  mull:  now 
Have  time  to  plan  anew  our  baffled  fchemes. 

,  Mega.   What  if  meanwhile  Arbaces  be  con- 
demn'd  ? 

Artah.  Extremity  of  need  will  teach  us  then  - 
The  fpeediefl  remedy  :  let  it  fuffice,       .«\-jvUK 
That  thou  continueft  to  difTemble  yet. 
And  keep  thy  followers  fteady  to  our  caufe. 
Meantime  with  caution  every  means  I'll  try 
That  may  feduce  the  guards :  till  now  I  thought 
The  attempt  was  needlefs,  therefore  deem'd  it  folly, 
Without  necelHty,  to  increafe  our  dangers. 

Mega.  Difpofe  of  me  as  to  thyfelf  feems  fit. 

Artah.  Betray  me  not,  my  friend. 

Mega.  Who,  I  betray  you  ? 
Ah,  fir !  What  have  you  faid  ?  Can  you  believe 
I'll  e'er  be  thus  ungrateful  ?  I  remember 
My  low  beginning  :  to  your  bounteous  hand 
I  owe  my  all :  you  from  the  ignoble  -vulgar 
Have  rais'd  me  to  the  foremoil:  ranks  of  honour. 
Ah,  fir  !  what  have  you  faid  ?  Shall  I  betray  you  ? 
"-'  *  Artah. 
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Arlab.  What  hitherto  I've  done  for  thee  is  httle :. 
If  Fortune  fmiles  upon  me,  Megabyzus, 
Thou  {halt  perceive  my  love  :  full  well  I  know 
Thy  paffion  for  Semira,  nor  condemn  it. 
I  have  refolv'd — behold  fhe  comes — my  will 
Shall  make  thy  love  fecure,  and  join  us  both 
By  clofer  ties. 

Mega.  O  tranfport ! 

S  C  E  N  E    V. 

Enter  Semira. 

Artab.  Come,  my  daughter; 
]5ehold  thy  hulband.  .  jj  f 

Sem.   \apde^  Heavens  !  What  d'6'T  hear  ? 
Is  this  a  time,  my  lord,  to  think  of  nuptials. 
When  my  unhappy  brother  now— 

Artah.  J^o  more ; 
Thy  marriage  here  may  ftand  him  much  in  Head. 

Sem.  "Great  is  the  facrifice — Ah  !  yet,  my  father, 
Refled;  again  ;  I  am — 

Artah.  Thou  art  lofl  to  fenfe. 
If  thou  refufeft  my  command — fee  there 
Thy  hufband ;  'tis  my  will ;  reply  no  further. 

Then  learn  to  love,  and  fhould  he  feem 

Ungracious  in  your  eyes ; 
In  him  a  father's  choice  efteem ; 

Refpedl  it  and  be -wife. 

Lefs 
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Lefs  flow  perhaps  your  heart  will  prove 

To  catch  the  gentle  fire. 
When  midft  the  temple,  kindling  love, 

Shall  Hymen's  flames  afpire.  \_Exhf 
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Semira,  Megabyzus.-  '^  .      '* 

Sem.  Now  hear  me,  Megabyzus  ;  I  begin 
At  length  to  hope  indulgence  from  your  love. 
May  I  expe6l  you'll  grant  me  one  requeft  ? 

Mega.  What  would  I  not  .tOj.  obey  you  ? 

Sem.  Yet  I  fear  .'-  .,,.,  .  ,,,;  k' 

Thou  wilt  oppofe  my  wifh, 

Mega.  Remove  that  fear 
By  fpeaking  your  command, 

Sem.  O  !  if  thou  lov'ft  me 
Break  ofFthefe  nuptials*  sinl  ^gwrwm 

Mega.  I  ?  ^iO*  .V 

Sem.  Yes,  Megabyzus,  — *iT?i^ 
So  may'fl:  thou  fave  me  from  my  father's  anger. 

Mega.  I  would  obey  you  :  but  Semira  furely 
Means  but  to  jeft- — 

Sem.  O  no  !  I  fpeak  my  foul. 

Mega.  It  cannot  be — you  mean  to  give  me  tor- 
ment, 
I  read  your  purpofe. 

Sem. 
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Seffi.  Doll  thou,  then  deride  me  ? 
Till  now  I  thought  thee  a  more  generous  lover. 

Mega,  And  I  till  now  believ'd  Semira  wifer. 

Sent.  Thus  doft  thou  fhew  the  greatnefs  of  thy 
mind  ? 

Mega.  Is  this  the  favour  you  would  afk  a  lover  ? 

Sem.    I  have   open'd  thee  a  field,  where  thou 
with  praife. 
Without  offending  me,  may'lt  prove  thy  virtue. 

Mega.  My  virtue  would  I  prove,  but  not  in  this. 

Sem.  Then  Auift  I  hope  in  vain  ? 

Mega.  Thy  hope  is  vain. 

Sem.  Thefe  tears  I  Ihed — 

Mega.  Avail  not.  ., 

Sem.  Thefe  entreaties — 

Mega.  Are  fcatter'd  to  the  wind, 

Sem.  Hear  then,  inhuman  ! 
I  will,  obey  my  father ;  but  expe(5l  not 
That  ever  I  can  love  thee  :  I  fliall  ftill 
Deteil  the  fatal  tie  that  binds  me  to  thee. 
I  fwear  thou  fhalt  be  hateful  to  my  eyes : 
Thou  may'ft  poflfefs  my  hand,  but  ne'er  my  heart. 

Mega,  I  alk  it  not,  Semir^  :  'tis  enough 
That  Megabyzus  knows  thee  for  his  bride  : 
If  hating  me  will  fatiate  thy  revenge, 
Purfue  thy  hatred,  I  (hall  ne'er  complain. 

?•;>  Fear 
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Fear  not  I  fhall  e*er  repine, 

Call  thee  faithlefs  or  ingrate  ; 
Hate  me  flill,  but  flill  be  mine, 

Happy  {hall  I  deem  my  fate. 

The  irkfome  folly  I  defpife. 

Of  the  lover  fond  and  vain ;  •' 

r;;      That  would,  in  oppreflive  ties,  *>. 

Liberty  of  thought  reftrain.  \_Exit. 


S  C  EN  E    VII. 

Enter  Mandane, 

Sem.  How  many  evils  has  one  day  imited 

For  my  unhappinefs ! ^Hear  me,  Mandan^.i 

Man.  Delay  me  not,  Semira. 

Sem.  Whither  go'ft  thou 
With  fuch  impatience  ? 

Man.  To  the  royal  council. 

Sem.  Conduct  me  with  thee,    if  my  power  can 
ought 
Avail  Arbaces. 

Man.  Different  are  our  views ; 
Thou  feek'll  to  fave  him,  I  purfue  his  life. 

Sem.  Can  thus  the  lover  of  Arbaces  fpeak  ? 

Man.  Thus  Xerxes'  daughter  fpeaks. 

Sem.  Alas !  my  brother 

Has 
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Has  fure  no  guilt,  or  for  thy  fake  is  guilt)^, 
Becaufe  too  much  he  lov'd  thee. 

Man.  This,  Semira, 
This  is  his  greateft  crime :  his  death  alone 
Mult  clear  my  honour,  mufl  avenge  the  infult 
My  virtue  feels,  to  think  the  love  I  gave  him 
That  (hould  have  rouz'd  his  foul  to  generous  deeds. 
Has,  to  my  fhame,  now  mark'd  him  for  a  traitor. 

Sem.  Cannot  the  rigour  of  the  threatening  laws 
Suffice,  without  thy  help,  to  punifh  him  ? 

.,,   Man.  No,  itfufficesnot:  in  Artaxerxes 

I  fear  th'  emotions  of  a  tender  friendfhip ; 

And  in  the  nobles  of  the  land  I  fear 

The  force  of  blind  aftedlion ;  in  himfelf 

I  fear  that  unknown  power,  that  friendly  liar 

Which  conquers  all,  and  makes  each  heart  his  own. 

^em.  Go  then,  inhuman !  urge  the  fatal  llroke, 
Accufe  him,  fee  him  die — but  yet  refledl — 
Firft  weigh  thy  conllancy,  thou  mull  forget 
Thy  hopes,  affections,  and  thy  plighted  faithj 
Thy  tendernefs;  the  mutual  fighs  exchanged. 
The  firll  fond  looks ;  ol^literate  from  thy  mind 
The  dear  remembrance  of  that  well-known  face, 
From  which  thy  heart  firll  learnM  the  lighs  of  love. 

Man.  Unkind  Semira,  how  have  I  deferv'd 
That  you  ihould  thus  awaken  in  my  foul 
The  pity  that  rebels  againfl  my  duty. 
Which  till  this  hour  my  virtue  had  fupprefs^d  ? 
Why  will  you  call  again  ideas  forth 

That 
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That  bid  my  firmeft  courage  fink  before  them. 
And  in  my  bread  renew  the  war  of  thoughts  ? 

If  p'er  I  hop'd  to  triumph  o*er 

The  tyrant  Love's  too  cruel  power, 

O !  let  me  ftill  myfelf  deceive ; 

O !  let  me  fondly  ftill  believe  _;   . 

My  heart  has  burft  its  chain. 
But,  fince,  alas !  to  thee  'tis  known. 
That  hatred  is  my  duty  grown, 
I  Why  wilt  thou  force  me  now  to  own, 

That  while  I  ftrive,  I  ftrive  in  vain  ?  \Exit. 

SCENE    VIII. 

Semira  alone. 

For  which  of  all  the  numerous  trials  round  mfi 
Shall  I  firft  arm  my  conftancy  ?  Mandane, 
Arbaces,  Megabyzus,  Artaxerxes, 
My  father,  all  are  now  my  foes ;  and  each      ,|-p 
Aftails  my  bofom  in  fome  tender  part. 
While  one  I  feek  to  oppofe,  I  leave  myfelf 
Defencelefs  to  the  reft,  and  find  my  ftrength 
Too  weak  alone  to  bear  the  fliock  of  all. 

So  when  fome  flood,  with  mighty  roar. 

Attempts  above  its  bed  to  rife. 
To  ftop  its  rage,  from  fhore  to  fhore 

In  hafte  the  aflfrighted  labourer  flies^ 

Vain 
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Vain  are  his  toils ;  while  here  his  care 
The  torrent's  rapid  courfe  reitrains ; 

Burft  through  a  hundred  channels  there, ' 
It  foams  vidorious  o'er  the  plains.         [£*//. 

S  C  E  N  E     IX. 

A  great  council  hall  with  a  tlirojie  on  one  ftcle^  feats 
on  the  other  for  the  Grandees  of  the  kingdom.  A 
table  and  chair  on  the  right  hand  of  the  throne. 

Artaxerxes  preceded  by  a  part  of  the  guards^ 
and  by  the  Grandees  of  the  kingdom,  followed' by 
the  refi  of  the  guards.     Megabyzus. 

Artax.   Behold,   ye  guardians  of  our  Perfian 
realm. 
Behold  me  ready  to  embrace  the  cares 
Of  my  paternal  feat ;  but  fo  unhappy. 
So  full  of  turbulence  begins  my  reign. 
This  hand,  yet  uncxpcrienc'd,  dreads  to  grafp 
The  fceptre  of  dominion  :  you,  whofe  breafts 
Are  fill'd  with  faith,  experience,  zeal  and  valour. 
Which  oft  you've  fhown  to  recompenfe  the  love 
My  god-like  father  gave  you,  now  aflift  me. 
And  guide  my  fteps  to  tread  the  paths  of  empire. 

Mega.  My  gracious  king,  Mandane  and  Semira 
Impatient  alk  admittance  to  your  prefence. 

Artax.  Ye  powers ! — Let  them  approach^  full 

well  I  know 

What  different  caufe  incites  them. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    X. 

Enter  Maxdane  and  Semira. 

Sem.  Artaxerxes,   • 
Have  pity. 

■    Man.  Vengeance,  vengeance,  Artaxerxes : 
I  come  to  urge  the  death  of  one  that's  guilty. 

;  Sem.  I  aik  the  life  of  one  that's  innocent* 

Man.  The  treafon's  certain. 

Sem.  Doubtful  is  the  traitor. 

Man.  But  all  appearances  condemn  Arbaces. 

Sem.  Juftice  and  reafon  muft  abfolve  Arbaces. 

Man.  The  father's  blood,  fhed  from  his  veins, 
requires 
The  murderer's  punifhment. 

Sem.  The  fon's  preferv'd, 
Demands  a  recompenfe  for  its  preferver. 

Man.  Remember  rigour  is  the  throne's  fupport. 

Sem.  Refle6l  that  mercy  is  its  ftrongeft  bafis. 

Man.  O  let  the  forrows  of  a  wretched  daughter 
Excite  your  indignation ! 

Sem.  Let  the  tears 
Of  an  afflicted  fifter  calm  your  anger. 

Man.  All  whom  you  here  behold,  except  Semira, 
Require  this  facrifice. 

Sem.  Hear,  Artaxerxes, 

Have  pity ! 

Man. 
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Man.  Vengeance,  vengeance ! 

Artax.  Rife — O  Heaven  ! — 
Rife  both  :  how  are  your  pains  excell'd  by  mine  1 
Semira  fears  the  rigour  of  my  juftice, 
Mandane  fears  my  mercy.     Artaxerxes, 
At  once  a  friend  and  fon,  feels  both  your  pangs. 
And  trembles  with  Mandane  and  Semira. 
Ah  !  come  my  Artaban ;  fpeak  comfort  to  me  : 

\_  feeing  Artaban. 
Hall  thou  found  aught  that  may  defend  Arbaces  ? 
Say,  has  he  prov'd  his  innocence  ? 

S  C  E  N  E    XL 

Enter  Artaban. 

Artah.  In  vain 
Is  all  our  profter'd  pity  :  for  his  fafety 
He  heeds  it  not,  or  now  defpairs  to  find  it. 

Artax.  Ingrate  !  and  will  he  force  me  to  con- 
demn him  ? 

Sem,  Condemn  him  ! — ^Too  inhuman  Artax- 
erxes ! 
Shall  then  Semira's  brother,  Perfia's  glory, 
The  friend  of  Artaxerxes,  his  defender. 
Bend  to  the  fatal  ignominious  axe  ? 
Wretched  Arbaces !  All  my  tears  are  vain  I 
O  unregarded  grief ! 

Artax,  Falfely,  Semira, 

1  Thou 
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Thou  fay'ft  that  Vtn  inhuman — can  I  more  ? 

Thou  fee'll  Arbaces  offers  no  defence  ; 

What  would'ft  thou  do,  or  what  would  Artaban  ? 

Guards,  let  Arbaces  be  conducted  to  me  :.t    jiti-^ 

The  father's  felf  (hall  judge  his  fon,  fball  hear. 

And,  if  he  can,  acquit  him ;  to  his  hand 

I  trull,  in  this,  my  right  of  fovereign  power. 

jirtab.  What  have  you  faid  ?  .  t..-. 

Man.  Shall  friendfhip  thus  prevail 
Above  your  duty  ?  Sure  you  never  fought 
His  puniflmient,  fince  to  a  father's  voice 
You  thus  commit  the  fentence  of  the  guilt}^ 

Artax,  Yes,  I  commit  the  fentence  to  a  father, 
Whofe  truth  ^s  known,  who  has  himfelf  accus'd 
A  fon  whom  now  I  vainly  would  defend ; 
A  father,  who  has  greater  caufe  than  I 
To  enforce  his  doom. 

Man.  Yet  is  he  ftill  a  father. 

Artax.  Thence  has  he  double  caufe  to  punifh 
him  : 
I  on  Arbaces  only  would  revenge 
The  death  of  Xerxes  flain  ;  but  Artaban 
Mull  on  his  fon  revenge,  with  greater  rigour. 
The  death  of  Xerxes,  and  his  own  difhonour. 

Man.  Then  thus — 

Artax.  Should  then  Arbaces'  guilt  be  prov'd, 
I  thus  fecure  a  vidtim  for  the  king,  v 

Without  ingratitude  to  my  preferver. 

3  Artab, 
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Artab.  Such  trial,  fir — 

Artax.  Is  worthy  of  thy  virtue. 

Artab.  How  will  the  world  approve  your  choice  ? 

Artax.  Can  aught 
Be  urg'd  againft  it  ?  Speak,  ye  peers,  declare, 

\to  the  Grandees. 
Is  there  a  doubt  that  prompts  you  to  diflent  ? 

Mega.  Each,  by  his  lilence,  feems  to  approve 
the  choice. 

Sem.  See  where  my  brother  comes. 

Man.  Ah  me  !  \aftde. 

Artax.  No  more : 
Let  him  be  heard. 

[Artaxerxes  afcends  the  throne,  and  the 
Grandees  take  their  places^ 

Art  ah.  Now,  now  my  foul,  conceal 
Thy  inward  pangs.  \afide^ 

[takes  his  feat  at  the  table. 
Man.  Be  Hill  my  beating  heart !  [afide. 

SCENE    XII. 

Enter  Are  aces  in  chains,  guarded. 

Arb.  Am  I  to  Perlia  then  become  fo  hateful, 
That  all  are  gather'd  to  behold  my  fufferings  ? 
My  king 

Artax.  Call  me  thy  friend  :  fain  would  I  ftill 
Continue  thus,  that  I  might  doubt  thy  guilt. 
VOL.  I.  fi  And 
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And  fince  the  indulgent  name  of  friend  but  ill 
Befeems  the  judge,  the  trial  of  thy  crime 
To  Artaban's  committed. 

u4rb.  To  my  father  ! 

Artax.  To  him. 

Arh.  I  freeze  with  horror  !  [ajide, 

Artah.  Wherefore  art  thou 
Thus  loft  in  thought  ?  Perhaps  thou  ftand'ft  amaz'd 
To  fee  my  fortitude. 

Arh.  Alas !  my  father  ; 
I'm  ftruck  with  horror  to  behold  thee  here, 
Reflecting  what  I  am,  and  what  tliou  art. 
Canft  thou  then  judge  me  ?  Canft  thou  thus  prc- 

ferve 
Thy  looks  unchanged,  nor  feel  thy  breaft  within 
Torn  by  conflicting  pangs  ? 

Arlah.  Whate'er  I  feel, 
'Tis  not  for  thee  to  explore  my  fecret  thoughts. 
Or  fearch  how  far  my  heart  and  face  agree. 
Remember  tliou  haft  made  me  what  I  am  : 
Had'ft  thou  obferv'd  my  counfels,  had'ft  thou 

learn'd 
To  tread  the  fteps  of  an  indulgent  father, 
Before  thcfe  peers  I  had  not  been  the  judge, 
Nor  thou  the  criminal. 

Artax.  Unhappy  father  1 
M^n.  We  came  not  here  to  attend  your  private 
griefs : 

Or 
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Or  let  Arbaces  now  defend  himfelf. 
Or  let  him  be  condemn'd. 

Arh.  Inhuman  princefs  !  [afiJe. 

Artah.  Then  let  the  criminal'  appear  before  me, 
And  anfwer  my  demands.  Thou  art  here,  ArbaCes, 
As  Xerxes'  murderer ;  and  thefe  the  proofs 
That  fpeak  thy  guilt :  thy  rafh  prefumptuous  love. 
Thy  wrath  againll  the  king — 

Arh.  My  bloody  weapon. 
The  time,  the  place,  my  fear,  my  flight,  I  know 
All  thei'e  proclaim  me  guilty ;  yet  all  thefe  - 
Are  other  than  they  feem — I  am  innocent. 

Artah.  Produce  the  proofs ;  clear  up  thy  fullied 
fame. 
And  calm  the  anger  of  diftrefs'd  Mandane. 

Arh.  Oh  !  would'ft  thou  have  me  conftant  in 
my  fufferings, 
AfTall  me  not  in  that  moft  tender  part. 
At  that  lov'd  name — Inhuman  father — 

Artah.  Hold, 
With  paflion  blind,  thou  know'fl  not  where  thou 

art. 
With  whom  thou  fpeak'ft,  or  what  aflembly  hears 
thee. 

Arh.  But  yet  my  father — 

Artah.  Yet  my  foul  conceal 
Thy  inward  pangs.  \afi:de: 

Man.  Be  ftill  my  beating  heart.  [ajide. 

E  2  Artah. 
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^r/<z^.Thycrimedemandsrepentanceordefencc. 
Arlax.  O  fpeak — aflift  our  pitying  grace. 

Arh.  My  king  ! 
I  cannot  fpeak  of  guilt  or  of  defence ; 
Nor  can  I  find  a  motive  to  repent ; 
And  fhould  you  queftion  me  a  thoufand  times, 
I  muft  a  thoufand  times  repeat  the  fame. 

Artab.  O  filial  love  !  \aftde, 

Man.  Yes,  yes,  his  fpeech,  his  filence 
Alike  declare  him  guilty  ;  wherefore  then 
This  long  delay  ?  What  means  the  judge  ?  Is  this 
The  man  that  fhould  revenge  his  murder'd  king, 
And  clear  his  own  difhonour  ? 

Arh.  Dofl  thou  feek 
My  death,  Mandane  ? 

Man.  Perfevere,  my  foul.  [afide. 

Artah.  Princefs,  thy  jufl  reproach  has  rouz'd 
my  virtue : 
Let  Artaban  pronounce  the  impartial  fentence, 
.4utid  give  to  Perfia's  realms  a  great  example 
Of  loyalty  and  juflice  yet  unknown. 
I  here  condemn  my  fon — ^Arbaces  die. 

[^Jigns  the  paper. 

Man.  O  Heaven  !  [aftde. 

Artax.  Defer,  my  friend,  the  fatal  fentence. 
Artah.  The  deed  is  fign'd— I  have  fulfill'd  my 

duty. 

[rifes  and  gives  the  paper  to  Megabyzus. 

Artax, 
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Artax.  D  barbarous  triumph  ! 

[defcends  from  his  throne,  the  Grandees  rife. 

Sent,  Mofl  inhuman  father  ! 

Man.  My  tears  betray  me.  \aftd&, 

Arh,  Does  Mandane  weep  ? 
Can  then  my  fate  at  length  excite  your  pity  ? 

Man,  Tears  flow  not  lefs  from  pleafure  than  from 
grief- 

Artah.  The  rigorous  judge  has  done  his  part — 
O  fir ! 
Permit  the  father  now  to  be  indulg'd. 
Forgive,  my  fon,  the  laws  of  tyrant  duty. 
Endure  with  patience  what  remains  to  fufFer : 

\to  Arb. 
Let  not  the  thought  of  punifhment  affright  thee ; 
The  fear  of  evil  is  the  greateil  evil. 

Arh.  Alas !  my  conftancy  begins  to  fhake. 
To  view  myfelf  before  the  world  expos'd 
A  feeming  criminal ;  to  fee  my  hopes 
Thus  blafted  in  their  fpring ;  my  day  of  life 
Extindl  at  early  dawn ;  to  find  myfelf 
Hateful  to  Perfia,  to  my  friend,  my  love ; 
To  know  my  father- — mofl  unnatural  father !     ' 
But  whither  am  I  hurried  ? — O  farewell ! 

\^goingi  he  flops. 

Artah.  My  foul  is  chill'd.  \afide. 

Man.  I  faint.  '  \aftde, 

Arh.  Too  rafh  Arbaces, 

What 
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What  liafl  thou  utter'd  ?  Pardon  me,  my  father ; 
Behold  me  at  your  feet :  excufe  the  tranfports 
Of  wild  defpair  :  let  all  my  blood  be  fhed, 
I'll  ne'er  complain,  nor  call  the  fentence  cruel. 
But  kifs  the  hand  that  figns  my  death. 

Artah.  O  rife  ! 
Thou  haft  indeed  too  deep  a  caufe  for  anguifh. 
But  know— O  Heaven  ! — ^This  laft  embrace  and 
leave  me. 

Arb.  While  on  this  dear  embrape  I  dwell, 
O  hear  me  by  this  laft  farewell  \    ]^[  grft 
Preferve  thyfelf  from  ill,  remove  ,  i 

This  cruel  fcorn  from  her  I  love;,  ^-.^f,  -^v.y^iu'A 

And  ftill  my  king  defend. 
T  meet  my  doom  without  regret,   ''  ■■][;  r^r-  -f    i 
If  all  the  wofs  that  Perlia  threat 

Qn  me  alone  defcend.     ,^  ^,^j   .  ^^.j^    ^^.y 

l^Exif  guarded,  followed  fy'MegahyzuSt 
The  Grandees  go  oui.^ 


SCENE   xiir, 

Ataxerxes,  Artaban,  Mandane,  Semira. 

Man.  Arbaces  gone,  I  now  indeed  begin 
To  feel  the  ftroke  of  death. 

Ariah.  Behold,  Mandane, 
To  appeafe  thy  rage  I  fhed  my  deareft  blood. 

Ma7i' 
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Man.  Ah  !  wretch  !  fly  from  my  prefence,  from 
the  light 
Of  Heaven,  the  golden  Hars  :  hide  thee,  inhuman. 
Deep  in  the  hollow  earth's  moft  dark  recefs. 
If  earth  herfelf  will  in  her  entrails  yield 
A  fhelter  for  a  cmel  impious  father. 
Loft  to  afl[^e6lion,  and  to  nature  loft  ! 

Artah.  And  is  my  virtue  then — 

Man.  Barbarian  !  peace  : 
What  virtue  doft  thou  boaft  ?  Virtue  has  ftill 
Its  bounds  prefcrib'd ;  extending  to  excefs. 
It  grows  a  vice. 

Artah.  But  art  not  thou  the  fam^ 
That  urg'd  my  tardy  juftice  ? 

Man,  Yes,  I  am  ; 
And  glory  in  my  rigour — Let  Arbaces 
Be  judg'd  again,  again  I'll  urge  his  fentencc. 
Mandane's  duty  was  to  avenge  a  father, 
But  Artaban's  to  fave  a  fon  :  compaflion 
Became  thy  ftate,  and  hatred  fuited  mine. 
I  was  forbjd  to  liften  to  the  call 
Of  tender  love,  but  thou  fliould'ft  have  forgot 
The  rigorous  judge  :  fuch  were  our  diff'erent  duties. 

Hence  to  Hircania's  woods  confin'd, 

Whofe  gloom  a  thoufand  monfters  hides ; 

There  none  amid  the  favage  kind. 
So  cruel  as  thyfelf  refides. 

Whate'cr 
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Whate'er  of  evil  Afric  forms, 

Whofe  fands  are  parch'd  with  burning  heat ; 
Whate'er  is  feen  in  raging  ftorms, 

All,  all,  in  thee  colledled  meet.  [^Exit. 

SCENE    XIV. 

Artaxerxes,  Arta^an,  Semira.    . 

Artax,  O  my  Semira  !    how  has  Heaven  con- 
fpir'd 
To  ruin  poor  Arbaces  ! 

Sem.  Barbarous  tyrant ! 
And  art  thou  chang'd  fo  foon  ?  Firft  would'ft  thou 

kill 
Thy  friendj  and  then  lament  him  ? 

Artax.  To  his  father 
I  gave  the  power  to  acquit  or  to  condemn  him. 
And  am  I  then  a  tyrant  ?  Have  I  kill'd  him  ? 

Sem.  O  !  'tis  the  moft  ingenious  cruelty  ! 
The  father  judging,  was  compell'd  to  a6l 
Subfervient  to  the  laws ;  to  thee,  a  king, 
The  laws  were  fubjedl :  pity  had  in  him 
Been  criminal,  but  was  from  thee  a  duty. 
No,  rather  tell  me  that  with  favage  joy, 
Thou  fee'ft  a  fon  llain  by  his  father's  doom ; 
That  friendship  and  that  love  are  thine  no  more. 

Artax.  Let  Perfia  witnefs  for  me,  that  I  now 
Am  grateful  to  Arbaces,  that  I  feel 

Companion 
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Compaffion  for  my  friend,  and  love  for  thee. 

Sem.  Yes,  till  this  hour,  I  with  the  world  de- 
ceiv'd, 
Admir'd  thy  feeming  virtue,  and  believ'd  thee 
A  tender  lover,  and  a  generous  friend  : 
But  now,  one  moment  fhews  thee,  as  thou  art ; 
A  treacherous  friend,  and  an  inhuman  lover. 

When  love  with  unrefilled  chains 

The  natives  of  the  woods  conilrains, 

The  Armenian  tigrefs  drops  her  rage, 

The  lion  learns  his  wrath  to  afluage. 

But  thou  with  wrath  more  fell  indu'd. 

Than  every  favage  of  the  wood, 

Canft  bid  thy  heart  relentlefs  prove 

To  every  tender  call  of  love.  [Exit. 


SCENE    XV. 

Artaxerxes,  Artaban. 

Artax.   Didft  thou  not  hear  unkind  Semira's 
rage  ? 

Arlah.  Didft  thou  not  hear  unjuft  Mandane's 
anger  ? 

Artax.  I  am  all  compaffion,  yet  (he  calls  me 
tyrant. 

Artah.  lam  only  juft,  and  yet  flie  calls  me  cruel. 

3  Artax^ 
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Artax,  And  does  my  mercy  meet  with  this  re- 
ward ? 

Art  ah.  Is  this  the  recompenfe  of  rigid  virtue? 

Artax.  O  Artaban  !  in  one  diflrefsful  day. 
What  lofs  have  I  fuftain'd  ! 

Artab,  Forbear  to  murmur ; 
Leave,  leave  complaints  to  me,  for  I  this  day 
Of  all  mankind  am  furely  moft  unhappy. 

Artax.  Great  are  thy  pains  indeed,   nor  little 
mine. 

Alas  !  I  know  not  of  the  two, 
To  which  compaffion  moft  is  due, 

The  friend  or  father's  ftate  : 
But  this  I  to  my  grief  muft  own, 
That  love  in  me  was  choice  alone. 

In  thee  decreed  by  fate.  \_Ex\t, 


SCENE    XVL 

Artaban  alone. 

At  length  I  am  alone,  and  once  again 
Can  breathe  at  liberty.     To  hear  myfelf 
Declar'd  Arbaces'  judge,  had  nearly  loft  me. 
But  let  me  think  no  more  on  perils  paft, 
Myfelf  Fve  fav'd,  now  let  me  fave  my  fon. 

So 
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So  when  the  fudden  hghtning  flies, 
The  fliepherd,  ftruck  with  pale  furprife, 

Falls  fenfelefs  to  the  ground  : 
But  when  he  finds  his  fears  were  vain. 
Again  he  rifes,  breathes  again  ; 
And  careful  numbers  on  the  plain 

His  frighted  flock  difpers'd  around.      [Exit, 


pND  OF  THE  SECOND  ACT. 


ACT 


66  ARTAXERXES. 


ACT   III.     S  C  E  N  E   I. 

jin  inner  fart  of  the  citadel  where  Arbaces  is 
confined.  A  view  of  feveral  prifons.  A  little 
door  on  the  right  hand  that  leads  up  to  the  falace, 

Arbaces  alone. 

•Ah  !  why  fhould  death  fo  ilowly  move. 
When  death  is  but  the  end  of  woe  ? 

To  thofe  who  happy  fortune  prove. 
Death  only  can  be  deem'd  a  foe. 

S  C  E  N  E    II. 

E7iter  Artaxebxes. 

Ariax.  Arbaces. 

Arb.  O  ye  powers !  Whom  do  I  fee  ! 
What  brings  you  to  thefe  feats  of  grief  and  horror^ 

Artax.  Pity  and  friendfhip. 

Arh.  Wherefore  come  you,  fir, 
To  fhare  my  wretchednefs  ? 

Artax.  I  come  to  fave  thee. 

Arh.  To  fave  me  ! 

Artax.  Linger  xiot — but  where  yon'  way 
Leads  to  a  lonely  quarter  of  the  palace, 
Direct  thy  hafty  fteps :  fly,  fwiftly  fly, 
Far,  far  remote,  and  feek  fome  fafer  realm  : 

Remember 
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Remember  Artaxerxes,  love  him  fiill, 
And  live. 

Arh.  My  king,  if  you  believe  me  guilty. 
Why  would  you  fave  me  ?  and  if  innocent. 
Then  wherefore  fhould  I  fly  ? 

Anax.  If  thou  art  guilty 
I  give  thee  back  the  life  thou  gav'ft  to  me ; 
If  thou  art  innocent,  I  offer  now 
The  only  means  by  which  thou  canil  efcape. 
While  thou  continueft  iilent — Spare  thy  friend 
The  grief  of  killing  thee  ;  appeafe  the  tumults 
Of  this  diflra(5led  bofom  :  whether  friendlliip 
Has  o'er  my  fenfes  cafl  her  partial  veil. 
Or  that  fome  God  protedts  the  innocent, 
1  have  no  peace  till  thou  art  fafe  :  methinks 
I  hear  a  fecret  voice  that  bids  me  weigh 
Thy  merit  and  thy  fault  in  equal  fcales ; 
And  now  reminds  me  that  the  crime  is  doubtiiil. 
But  certain  is  the  virtue  that  preferv'd  me. 

Arh.  Permit  me,  fir,  to  die  ;  before  the  world 
I  itand  condemn'd  ;  your  dignity  compels  you 
To  fee  me  punifh'd  ;  I  fhall  die  contented 
To  think  that  once  I  fav'd  my  friend  his  life. 
And  dying  now  preferve  my  fovereign's  honour. 

Artax.  Such  fentiments  ne'er  came  from  guilty 
lips : 
Belov'd  Arbaces,  let  us  not  delay  : 
Enough  that  for  my  honour  it  be  rumour'd 
Thou  wert  in  private  punifh'd,  that  I  fear'd 

To 
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To  ftain  the  pomp  of  this  important  day. 
When  Afia  lirft  beholds  me  on  the  throne. 

jirh.  At  length  your  mercy  may  be  known — • 
and  then — 

Artax.  Arbaces,  hence  ;  I  beg  thee  to  depart ; 
And  if  th'  entreaties  of  thy  friend  avail  not. 
Thy  king  commands  it. 

Arh.  Yes,  I  will  obey. 
Some  future  time  Arbaces  may  be  grateful : 
Meanwhile  Heaven  hear  my  vows  for  Artaxerxes : 
May  every  year  of  his  aufpicious  reign 
Be  mark'd  with  triumphs  :  may  the  fubje<5l  world 
Bring  palms  and  laurels  for  his  conquering  arms  : 
Slow  may  the  Parcae  wind  his  thread  of  life ;    '  ^ 
And  may  that  peace  be  his  which  I  have  loft ; 
Which  never  more  this  bofom  mud  regain. 
Till  to  my  friend  and  country  I  return  ! 

The  ftream,  divided  from  the  main. 

Bathes  the  mountain,  bathes  the  plain ; 

In  fome  cryflal  river  goes. 

Or  confin'd  in  fountains  flows : 

Still  with  lighs  it  feems  to  mourn. 

Gently  murmuring  to  return 

To  the  fea  from  which  it  rofe  ; 
From  which  was  drawn  its  limpid  ftore. 
Where,  its  many  wanderings  o'er. 

Again  it  hopes  to  find  repofc.  \Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    III. 

ArtaxerXes  alone. 

Thofe  looks  ere6l,  that  open  mien  of  virtue 
Can  never  fpeak  the  traitor :  no  difguife 
Can  hide  the  luftre  of  a  noble  mind ; 
And  in  the  features  ftill  we  read  the  heart. 

Light  vapours  that  afcending  play. 
And  fpread  with  fleecy  clouds  the  day, 

May  thinly  veil, 

But  not  conceal 
The  fun's  refulgent  ray. 

In  vain  the  fliallow  riv'let  flows 

The  fandy  bed  to  hide  ; 
The  clear  tranfparent  crj^al  fhows 

Each  weed  beneath  the  tide.  [ExiL 

S  C  E  N  E    IV. 

Artabax  folloived  hy  the  confpraiors,  Mega- 

BYZUS. 

Artah.  My  fon,  Arbaces !    Whither  art  thou 
gone  ? 
He  furely  hears  my  voice — Arbaces — Heavens ! 
Where  lurks  he  ?  While  I  feek  my  fon,  my  friends. 
The  care  be  yours  to  keep  this  pafs  fecure. 

\jnters  hetw'ixt  the  fcenes,  on  the  right  hand. 
2  Mega. 
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Mega.  And  wherefore  do  we  loiter  flill  ? 

[to  the  confprators. 
The  time 

Now  calls  us  forth — But  where  is  Artaban  ? 
Where  is  Arbaces  ?  Wherefore  this  ina6tion  ? 
In  fuch  an  enterprize  is  this  a  feafon 
For  cold  negle6t  ? — ^What  ho  !  Lord  Artaban. 

[enters  betwixt  the  fceneSy  on  the  left  hand, 
Artah.  Unhappy  me  ! 

[coming  out  a  different  way. 
My  fon,  my  fon  is  lofl ! 
A  deadly  coldnefs  freezes  at  my  heart : 
I  fear,  I  doubt — yet  there  perhaps  conceal'd, 
I  yet  may  find — Ha  !  Megabyzus  here  ! 

[meets  Megabyzus. 
Mega.  What  Artaban ! 
Artab.  Say,  haft  thou  found  my  fon  ? 
Mega,  Haft  thou  not  feen  him  then  ? 

Artab.  O  Heaven  !  my  doubts 
Still  more  and  more  increafe. 

Mega,  Explain  yourfelf ; 
What  has  befallen  Arbaces  ? 

Artab.  Who,  alas  ! 
Can  now  inform  me  of  him  ?  I'm  diftradled 
Amidft  a  thoufand  cares  and  dread  fufpicions. 
How  many  fatal  images  has  fear 
Rais'd  in  my  tortur'd  breaft  !  Who  knows  his  fate  ! 
Who  knows  if  yet  he  lives  ? 

Mega^ 
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Mega.  Too  foon' you  drive 
Sufpicions  to  extremes ;  may  not  Mandane 
Or  Artaxerxes,  urg'd  by  love  or  friendfhip,     .  -  ,  / 
Have  fet  the  prifoner  free  ?  Behold  the  way  ift  10 
That  to  the  palace  leads.  ,v.  ,\fi 

Artah.  But  wherefore  yet  iO'f  iziuuu'x'y 

From  me  conceal  his  flight  ?  Ah  !  Megabyzus, 
Arbaces  is  no  more ;  I  know  it  well,  x 

And  each  in  pity  hides  it  from  his  father. 

Mega.  Avert  the  omen.  Heaven  !  Yet  recoUedt 
Your  troubled  thoughts;    refume  your  wonted 

firmnefs ; 
Our  enterprize  demands  it  all. 

Artah.  Alas ! 
What  enterprize  can  now  engrofs  my  mind  ? 
I  have  no  enterprize — my  fon  is  loft  ! 

Mega.  What  fays  my  lord  ?  Ahd  have  you  then 
in  vain 
Seduc'd  the  royal  guards  ?  Have  I  in  vain 
Seduc'd  the  allegiance  of  the  troops  ? — Refolve : 
This  moment  Artaxerxes  goes  to  fwear 
Obfervance  to  the  laws :  the  facred  cup 
By  your  command  already  have  I  ting'd 
With  deadly  juice  :  and  fhall  we  now  fo  poorly 
Lofe  all  our  cares  and  toils  ? 

Artah.  For  whom,  my  friend, 
Should  I  ftill  toil,  unlefs  I  find  Arbaces  ? 
My  fon  was  all  my  joy ;  to  make  him  great 

vot.  I.  F  I  firft 
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I  firft  became  a  traitor ;  for  his  fake 
Was  odious  to  myfelf;  depriv'd  of  him,    - 
What  further  hope  remains  ?  I  lofe  the  fruit 
Of  all  my  crimes. 

Mega,  Arbaces,  dead  or  fiving, 
Claims  at  your  hands  the  empire,  or  revenge. 

Aftab.  For  that  alone  I  live — ^Yes,  Megabyzus, 
Lead,  lead  me  where  thou  wilt ;  I  truft  in  thee. 

Mega.  Truft  that  I  lead  thee  on  to  vi6lory. 

O  !  let  the  fplendor  of  a  crown 
To  fearlefs  deeds  thy  foul  infpire : 

O  !  let  the  danger  of  a  fon 

With  generous  rage  thy  bofom  fire. 

The  heart  that  brave  revenge  purfues, 
Can  every  feeble  thought  control : 

And  fweet  'tis  then  the  calm  to  lofe 

Amidft  the  tempeft  of  the  foul.         \Exit. 

,'j 

S  C  EN  E    V. 

Abtaban  alone. 

Relentlefs  Gods  !  you  now  have  found  the  way. 
The  only  way  to  imman  me  :  but  to  doubt 
If  yet  my  dear  Arbaces  lives  diftradls  me  ; 
I  cannot  overcome  this  fecret  tumult. 
That  from  my  reafon  takes  the  power  to  govern. 


If 


ACT  III.]  ARTAXERXES.  6/ 

If  thou,  my  fon,  to  life  art  loft. 
No  more  I'll  breathe  the  vital  air ; 

But  firft,  difpatch'd  to  Pluto's  coaft, 
A  monarch  fhall  my  meflage  bear. 

Befide  the  fable  ftream  his  oar 
The  infernal  pilot  muft  fufpend. 

Till  to  the  margin  of  the  fhore  • 

The  mournful  father  fhall  defcend.  [ExU. 

S  C  E  N  E    VI. 

uin  apartment  belonging  to  Mandane. 

Mandane  alonC. 

Whether  too  frequent  forrow  dulls  the  fenfe 

Or  that  our  fouls  partake  fome  inward  light 

That  glances  at  futurity,  I  know  not : 

I  cannot  mourn  Arbaces  as  I  ought : 

Yet  furely  ftill  he  lives,  for  were  he  dead. 

The  tidings  muft  have  reach'd  me ;  fame  is  ever 

Induftrious  to  difperfe  the  news  of  woe. 

SCENE    VII. 

Enter  Semira. 
Sent.  At  length  thou  may'ft  be  comforted, 
Mandane, 
For  Heaven  now  fmiles  upon  thee. 

Man.  Has  the  king 
Releas'd  Arbaces  ? 

p  2  $em. 
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Sent.  Rather  fay  the  king 
Has  flain  Arbaces. 

Man.  Ha  !  What  doft  thou  mean  ? 

Sent.  'Tis  plain  to  all ;  in  fecret  has  he  fallen 
A  cruel  facrifice. 

Man.  Fallacious  hopes ! 
O  fatal  day ! 

Sem.  Behold  thou  art  reveng'd. 
Thy  rage  is  fated  :  would'll  thou  more  ?  Or  feek'ft 

thou 
Some  other  vi<5lim  ?  Speak. 

Man.  Alas  !  Semiraj  , 

Light  evils  fpeak,  but  mighty  griefs  are  filent. 

Sem.  What  heart  was  e'er  more  cruel  found 
than  thine  ! 
There's  not  an  eye  unmoiften'd  at  his  death. 
Yet  thou  canft  hear  his  fate  without  a  tear. 

Man.  That  grief  is  little  which  permits  our  tears. 

Sem.  Go,  if  thou  art  not  yet  appeas'd,  and  glut 
With  my  dear  brother's  corfe  thy  greedy  fight ; 
Obferve  his  bofom,  number  o'er  his  wounds. 
Then,  with  exulting  looks — 

Mafi.  Forbear,  and  leave  me. 

Sem.  Leave  thee  ! — forbear  ! — no,  while  my  life 
remains 
Thou  fhalt  behold  me  ever  hovering  round  thee ; 
I'll  haunt  thee  Hill,  and  make  thy  days  unhappy. 

Man, 
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Man.  Say  when  have  I  deferv'd  fo  many  foes  ? 

Wherefore  this  infulting  llrain  ? 

Mud  I  bear  a  cruel  name  ? 
Ceafe,  inhuman  maid,  in  vain 

Ceafe  Mandane's  heart  to  blame. 

Think,  abandon'd  to  defpair, 

What  from  thee,  ingrate,  I  prove  : 

Think,  Semira,  can  I  bear 

Hatred  from  the  friend  I  love  ?         [Exit, 

•      SCENE    VIII. 

Semira  alone. 

What  has  my  raflinefs  done  ?  I  vainly  hop'd 
That  grief  divided  would  decreafe  the  burden  ; 
But  ah  !  it  weighs  the  more  ;  while  now  I  thought 
To  eafe  myfelf  by  infults  on  Mandane, 
I  pierc'd  her  heart,  without  relieving  mine. 

'Tis  falfe  to  think  content  we  find. 
Whene'er  with  us  in  forrow  join'd. 

Another's  tears  o'erflow : 
To  fee  a  friend  opprefs'd  with  grief, 
Affords  the  afflided  no  relief. 

But  fwells  the  fighs  of  woe.  '    \_Exit, 


SCENE 
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SCENE    IX. 

Are  ACES  alone. 

Yet  here  I  find  her  not — O  grant,  ye  powers  ! 
That  I  may  calm  my  lov'd  Mandane's  anger. 
Once  more  behold  her,  and  depart  in  peace. 
Perhaps  retired  to  fome  more  lone  apartment 
I  may — but  whither  would  my  rafhnefs  lead  me  ? 
O  Heaven  !  Behold  fhe  comes !  I  have  no  heart 
To  venture  in  her  fight.  [retires. 

S  C  E  N  E    X. 

Enter  Mandane. 

Man.  Let  none  prefiime 
To  break  on  my  retirement.    '      [to  a  page,  who 
[having  received  the  order,  departs. 
Now,  my  foul. 

Thou  may'fi:  at  liberty  indulge  thy  anguifii. 
Thy  wild  defpair — ^Yes,  yes,  my  dear  Arbaces, 
My  favage  fury  fhed  thy  blood,  and  now 
My  own  Ihall  flow  to  appeafe  thee. 

[draws  a  dagger. 
Arh.  Hold ! 
Man.  Ye  powers ! 

[feeing  Arbaces,  Jhe  lets  fall  the  dagger. 
Arh.  What  inconfiderate  rage  ! 

3  Man. 
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Man.  Arbaces  here ! 
In  freedom  and  alive  !     ' 

Arh.  A  friendly  hand 
Struck  off  my  chains. 

Man,  Fly  hence  !  Be  gone  !  Ah  !  leave  me — 
What  will  be  faid  if  here  thou  art  found  ?  Ingrate  \ 
Leave  then  my  fame  unfuUied. 

Arh.  Who  can  quit 
His  native  land  without  beholding  thee  ? 

Man.  What  would'fl  thou  feek  from  me,  per- 
fidious traitor ! 

Arb.  Ah  !  princefs ;  fpeak  not  thus — I  know 
full  well 
Thou  wear'ft  a  fternnefs  foreign  to  thy  heart. 
Did  I  not  hear  thee  ?   Yes,  my  dear  Mandane, 
Arbaces  heard  thy  love. 

Man.  'Tis  falfehood  all, 
Or  felf-deceit ;  but  grant  I've  fpoken  aught, 
My  lips,  betray'd  by  ufe,  belied  my  foul. 

Arh.  Yet  am  I  ftill  the  obje61:  of  your  paffion. 

Man.  Thou  art  my  deteftation. 

Arh.  Cruel  maid ! 
Take  then  this  fword,  and  fate  thy  utmoft  rage ; 
Behold  my  bofom  bare  to  meet  the  blow. 

Man.  Death  would  reward,  not  punilh  thes. 
Arh.  Tis  true:      "^  ^" 
Forgive  me,  I  have  err'd ;  but  with  this  hand 

AU 
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All  (hall  be  heal'd.  [aboia  to  Jiah  him/elf. 

Man.  What  would'ft  thou  do  ?  Perhaps 
Thou  think'ft  thy  blood  fufficient  to  appeafe  me : 
No,  I  would  have  thy  death  a  fpedlacle 
Of  public  infamy ;  no  mark,  no  fhadow 
Of  generous  courage  mufl  adorn  thy  fall. 

j4rh.  Ingrate,  inhuman  !   thou  fhalt  have  thy 

wifh ;  '        [throws  away  the  dagger. 

ril  feek  again  my  prifon.  [going. 

Man.  Stay,  Arbaces ! 

jirh.  What  would'ft  thou  fay  ? 

Man.  Alas !  I  know  not  what ! 

jirb.  And  haft  thou  yet  fome  fmall  degree  of  love 
That  ftill  detains  me  here  ? 

Man.  Enquire  no  further : 
Why  would'ft  thou  raife  my  blufhes  ?  Save  thyfelf — 
No  more  aftlidi  me. 

Arb.  Still  thou  lov'ft  Arbaces, 
If  thus  thou  art  mov'd  to  pity  him. 

Man.  O  no ! 
Believe  not  that  'tis  love  :  but  fly  and  live  ! 

Arb.  Thou  bid'ft  me,  dear  Mandane,  live. 
But  if  thy  love  thou  wilt  not  give. 

My  tortur'd  heart  muft  break  ! 
Mdn.  Ye  powers !  how  cruel  is  my  pain  ! 
O  let  thefe  blufhes  then  explain 

The  thoughts  I  dare  not  fpeak. 

Ark 
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jirh.  Hear  me  once  more. 

Man.  Ah  no ! 

Arb.  Thou  art,  Mandane — 

Man.  Light  of  thefe  defiring  eyes  1 
Leave  me,  leave  me  yet  in  peace  ! 

Both.  Tell  me  when,  relentlefs  Ikies  !        •         ' 
When  your  fatal  rage  will  ceafe  ? 

What  cannot  human  life  fuftain. 

If  life  can  bear  fuch  cruel  pain  !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    XL 

y/  magnificent  place  dejigned  for  the  coronation  of 
Artaxerxes.      a  throne  on  one  fide^    with  a 
fceptre,  and  crown  thereon.     An  altar  kindled  in 
the  midjl,  with  an  image  of  the  Sun. 

Artaxerxes  and  Artaban,  with  a  numerous 
attendance ;  and  People. 

Artax.  To  you,  my  people,  I  prefent  myfelf. 
No  lefs  your  father  than  your  king  :  be  you 
My  children  more  than  fubje6ts :  I'll  defend 
Your  lives,  your  fame  ;  whatever  arms  may  gain. 
Or  peace  beflow  :  do  you  defend  my  throne  : 
And  let  our  hearts  now  make  the  jufl  exchange 
Of  loyalty  and  love  :  the  reins  of  empire 
I'll  fway  with  gentle  hand,  and  guard  the  laws 
Inviolate — ^this  to  perform,  to  all 

Religioufly 
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Rejigioufly  I  fwear.      [an  attendant  brings  the  cup. 
Artah.  The  facred  cup  [gives  the  cup. 

Receive,  and  bind  thy  oath  with  ftronger  ties — 
Complete  the  rite — and  drink  thy  own  deilmdlion. 

[afide. 
Artax.  ^'  Bright  God !    by  whom  the  vernal 
flowers  arife ; 
*^  By  whom  the  whole  creation  lives  or  dies  ; 
"  Hear  ! — if  my  lips  the  words  of  falfehood  fpeak, 
"  On  this  devoted  head  your  vengeance  take  : 
"  Let  my  life  fade,  as  now  the  languid  flame 
"  Fades  at  the  pouring  of  the  facred  ftream  ; 

[Jheds  part  of  the  wine  upon  the  fire. 
*'  And  while  I  drink  fome  fecret  bane  infufe ; 
**  To  deadly  poifon  change  the  wholefome  juice." 

[about  to  drink. 

SCENE'    XII. 

Enter  S^mira. 

Sent.  Defend  yourfelf,  my  lord,  the  palace  wall, 
Encompafs'd  by  a  faithlefs  throng,  refounds 
With  rebel  fhouts — and  all  require  thy  death. 

Artax.  Almighty  powers ! 

[places  the  cup  on  the  altar. 

Artah.  What  impious  wretch  has  dar'd 
To  rife  againft  his  king  ? 

Artax.  Alas  !  too  late 
I  know  him  now — Arbaces  is  the  traitor.  » 

Sem. 
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Sent.  He  whom  we  mourn'd  as  dead  ? 

Artax.  He  lives,  the  ingrate  : 
He  Uves — forgetful  of  my  faith  to  Xerxes, 
Forgetful  of  my  duty  to  my  father, 
I  fet  him  free,  and  merit  to  receive 
The  punifhment  which  Heaven  has  deftin'd  for  me : 
Yes,  I  myfelf  have  woo'd  my  own  deftru6lion. 

Artah.  Why  fhould  you  fear,  my  king  ?  For 
your  protection 
Your  faithful  Artaban  (hall  flill  fuffice. 

Art  ax.  Then  let  us  hafte  to  punifh —     \^going. 

SCENE    XIII. 

Enter  Mandane  in  hafte,  > 

Man.  Stay,  my  brother ; 
Great  news  I  bring — ^the  tumult  is  appeas'd. 

Artax.  Is't  poflible  ?  Say,  how  ? 
Man.  The  rebel  crowd. 
By  Megabyzus  led,  had  reach'd  already 
The  inner  palace-yard,  when  brave  Arbaces, 
Rouz'd  by  the  maddening  clamour,  came  to  aid 

thee ; 
What  faid,  what  did  he  not  for  thy  defence  ? 
He  painted  all  the  horrors  of  their  crime. 
And  fhow'd  the  praife  that  waits  on  loyalty. 
He  fet  thy  merits  and  thy  fame  before  them  : 
On  fome  with  threats  he  wrought,  on  fome  with 
prayers ; 

Oft 


/d  ARTAXERXES.  [aCT  III. 

Oft  chang'd  his  looks,  from  placid  to  fevere ; 
Till  each  laid  down  his  arms,  and  Megabyzus, 
The  impious  caufe  of  all,  alone  remain'd  ; 
But  him  he  conquer'd,  flew,  and  thus  reveng'd  thee. 

Artah.  Rafh,  inconfiderate  fon  !  \afide, 

'  Artax.  Some  friendly  power 
Infpir'd  me  to  preferve  him — Megabyzus 
Was  author  then  of  every  crime  committed. 

Artah.  Mofl  fortunate  delulion  !  [ajide. 

Artax.  Where  is  now 
My  lov'd  Arbaces  ?  Find  and  bring  him  hither. 

SCENE    LAST. 

Enter  Arbaces. 

Arb.  Behold,  my  lord,  Arbaces  at  your  feet. 

Artax.  Come  to  my  breaft  again  :    forgive  me, 
friend. 
That  e'er  I  doubted  thee  :  thy  innocence 
Is  now  mofl  clear.     O  give  me  then  the  power 
To  recompenfe  thee ;  from  the  people's  mind 
Chace  every  dark  fufpicion  ;  tell  us  why 
That  crimfon  fteel  was  in  thy  hand ;  what  meant 
Thy  flight,  thy  filence,  all  that  fpoke  thee  guilty  ? 

Arb.  O  fir  !  if  aught  from  you  I  have  deferv'd. 
Permit  me  to  be  filent  flill — my  lips 
Arc  guiltlefs  of  a  lie — believe  his  faith 
Who  once  preferv'd  thy  life — I  am  innocent. 

Artax. 
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Artax.  Swear  it  at  lead,  and  let  the  folemn  rite 
Confirm  thy  truth  :  behold  the  ready  cup, 
And  as  the  cuftom  of  our  Perlia  claims. 
Call  down  the  God  to  witnefs. 

.  Arl.  I  am  ready.  \take5  the  cup, 

Man.    Behold   my  lov'd  Arbaces  freed  from 
danger.  [ajide. 

•   Artah.  Where  am  I  ?    Should  he  fwear,  my 
fon  is  poifon'd.  [aJide. 

Arb.    "  Bright  God  !    by  whom  the  vernal 
flowers  arife, 
"  By  whom  the  whole  creation  lives  or  dies." 

Artah.  O  me  unhappy  !  [aJiJe. 

Arh.  "  If  I  falfehood  fpeak, 
**  This  wholefome  beverage "  [about  to  dr'mk. 

Artah.  Hold  !  the  cup  is  poifon'd. 

Artax.  What  do  I  hear  ? 

Arh.  O  Gods ! 

Artax.  And  why  till  now 
Dijdft  thou  conceal  it  from  me  ? 

Artah.  'Twas  for  thee 
I  had  prepar'd  it. 

Artax.  What  could  urge  thy  rage  ? 

Artah.  Diffimulation  can  no  more  avail : 
Paternal  love  already  has  betray'd  me. 
I  was  the  murderer  of  Xerxes ;  -all 
The  royal  blood  I  fought  to  fhed  :  'tis  I 

Am 
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Am  guilty,  not  Arbaces :  to  his  hand, 
I,  to  conceal  it,  gave  the  bloody  weapon. 
His  looks  proclaim'd  his  horror  for  my  crime ; 
His  lilence  the  compaffion  of  a  fon.  '•'•  * 

O  !  had  not  virtue  wrought  fo  ftrong  in  him, 
Or  love  in  me,  I  had  fulfiU'd  my  purpofe,       r 
And  had  depriv'd  thee  now  of  life  and  empire. 

Artax.  Perfidious  wretch  !  my  father  haft  thou 
murder'd. 
And  made  me  guilty  of  Darius'  death  ! 
To  what'excefles  has  thy  impious  thirft 
Of  greatnefs  led  thee  ! — ^Traitor,  thou  fhalt  die. 

jirtah.  At  leaft  wp'll  die  together,     v    ,    . 

[draws  his /word,  Artaxerxes  does  the  fame. 
j4rb.  Heavens ! 

Artah.  My  friends,  \to  the  rebels. 

Heed  not  his  threats,  the  feeble  laft  remains 
Of  defperation — let  the  tyrant  die. 

\the  gicards,  /educed  hy  Artaban,  prepare  to 
attack  Artaxerxes. 

Arh.  What  would'ft  thou  do,  my  father  ? 

Artah.  Bravely  perifh. 

Arb.  Lay  by  thy  fword,  or  here  I  drink  my 
death. 

Artah.  What  fay'ft  thou,  ha  ! 
Arb.  O,  if  you  kill  my  friend. 
My  Artaxerxes,  I  can  live  no  longer. 
.  Artah. 
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Artak  Let  mc  complete  what  I've  began. 

\_gomg  to  attack  Artaxerxes. 

Arh.  Take  heed. 
Or  here  I  drink.  [about  to  drink. 

Art  ah.  Hold  then,  ungrateful  fonT  * 
And  doll  thou  wifh  to  fee  thy  father  die, 
Becaufe  too  well  he  lov'd  thee  ?  Yes,  ingrate. 
Yes,    thou  haft  conquer'd — there-^bfehold  my 
fword. 

[throws  away  his  fword,  and  the  r eh  eJ  guards  fly, 

Man.  Faith  unexampled  ! 

Sem.  Treachery  unequall'd  !    ' 

Artax.  Purfue  the  rebels,  and  let  Artaban     ^ 
Be  led  to  inftant  death.  .  . 

Arh.  O  Heaven  !— yet  ftay ;  ^'^^^m'^^  ^^^ 
Have  pity,  fir.  '^'"^^  <^^  v\iinp[  iqi-A-K 

Artax.  Hope  not  for  mercy  for  him. 
His  crime's  too  great :  yet  think  not  I  confound 
The  innocent  and  guilty  ;  thou  Arbaces 
Shalt  wed  Mandane,  and  the  fair  Semira 
With  me  divide  the  throne ;  but  for  that  traitor 
No  pardon  can  be  granted. 

Arh.  Take  my  life, 
I  alk  it  not,  if  by  my  truth  to  you. 
If,  by  preferving  you,  I  kill  my  father  ! 

Artax.  O  virtue  that  excites  our  admiration  ! 

Arh.  I  do  not  alk  your  mercy  for  myfelf ; 
Be  rigorous  Hill.— but  change  his  death  for  mine. 
-  ^  .  Hear 
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Hear  him,  who  once  preferv'd  you,  at  your  feet 

[kneels. 
Now  kneeling  beg  to  fufFer  for  a  father. 
Thus,  thus  appeafe  your  juflice,  fhed  my  blood. 
And,  fhedding  mine,  the  blood  of  Artaban. 

Artax.  O  rife — no  more— dry  up  thofe  generous 
tears,  ,;  ^  ., 

Who  can  refift  thee  ?  Artaban  fhall  live. 
But  let  him  live  at  lead  in  mournful  exile. 
Thus  far  thy  fovereign  grants  thy  pious  fuit ; 
The  virtuous  fon  preferv^es  the  guilty  father. 

CHORUS. 

Great  King  !  with  reverence  Perlia  fees 

Mercy  feated  on  the  throne. 
When  forgivenefs  fhe  decrees  f   .A-.* 

A  hero's  loyalty  to  crown. 

Juftice  ftill  we  brighter  find. 
When  with  godlike  Pity  join'd  ! 


END  OF  THE  THIRD  ACT. 
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PERSONS  OF  THE  DRAMA. 

Clisthenes,  King  of  Sicyon,  Father  of  Aristea. 

Aristea,  in  love  with  Megacles. 

ArgenEj  a  Cretan  virgin,  in  the  drefs  of  a  fhep- 
herdefs,  under  the  name  of  Lycoris,  in  love 
with  Lycidas. 

Lycidas,  in  love  wdth  Aristea,  and  Friend  of 
Megacles. 

Megacles,  in  love  with  Aristea,  and  Friend  of 
Lycidas. 

Amyntas,  the  Governor  of  Lycidas. 

Alcander,  the  Confident  of  Clisthenes. 

The  Scene  lies  in  the  fields  of  Elis,  near  the  city 
of  Olympia,  on  the  banks  of  the  river  Alpheus. 


<^im. 
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ACT    I.    SCENE    I. 

The  woody  part  of  a  deep  valley,  with  high  trees 
that  grow  upon  the  oppojite  hills,  the  branches  of 
the  trees  meeting  overjhade  the  valley  that  lies 
between  them.    ,7  ori  jsrf}  i 

Lycidas,  Amyntas. 

Lye.  Amyntas,  I  am  refolv'd — forbear  to  urge 
Thy  fruitlefs  counfels — 

Amyn.  Hear  me,  Lycidas ; 
Calm  yet  a  little  this  tempeftuous  paflion. 

Lye.  In  whom  again  fhall  Lycidas  confide. 
If  Megacles  deceive  him  ?  Megacles, 
Even  in  the  greateft  need,  deferts  his  friend. 
Moft  wretched  he  who  trufts  his  future  blifs 
On  friendfhip's  doubtful  faith  ! 

Amyn.  Be  not  too  rafh 
In  cenfuring  his  delay  :  no  little  fpace 
Divides  fair  El  is  from  the  Cretan  fhore 
Where  Megacles  relides :  mull  your  impatience 
Give  wings  to  him  ?  Perchance  your  meffenger 
Might  linger  on  his  way  :  the  fea  that  rolls 

G  2  His 
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His  tides  between,  may  i^ay  your  friend:  be  calm. 
He  ftill  may  come  in  time.     The  Olympic  games 
Begin  not  till  the  fun  has  pafs'd  the  noon, 
And  fcarce  Aurora  yet  proclaims  the  dawn. 

Lye.  Thou  know'fl  that  all  who  hope  the  vic- 
tor's prize. 
Should  with  the  morn  appear  within  the  temple, 
To  tell  their  rank,  their  country,  and  their  name  ; 
And  fwear  at  Jove's  high  altar,  not  to  employ 
Or  fraud  or  circumvention  in  the  field. 

Amyn.  I  know  it  well. 

Lye.  Thou  know'ft  that  he  who  comes 
Too  late  to  execute  this  folemn  rite, 
Muft  Hand  excluded  from  the  glorious  trial. 
See'fl  thou  not  how  the  combatants  already 
Throng  to  the  temple  ?  Hear  the  rural  fhouts 
Of  eager  multitudes ;  then  fay,  Amyntas, 
What  have  I  more  to  expecfl  ?  What  hopes  remain  ? 

Amyn.  But  what  is  your  defign  ? 

Lye.  Among  the  train 
To  appear  before  the  altar. 

Amyn.  What  befides  ? 

Lye.  Prove  with  the  reft  my  fortune  in  the  field. 
Amyn.  Thou,  Lycidas ! 
Lye.  And  doft  thou  think  my  courage 
Unequal  to  the  attempt  ? 

Amyn.  Alas !  my  prince, 

Here 
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Here  nought  avails  the  Ikill  in  fanguine  fields      .1 
To  wield  the  gleaming  falchion  ;  other  arms,       £ 
Far  other  forms  of  war  muft  here  be  tried ; 
Far  other  arts,  the  names  to  us  unknown ; 
The  dreadfLil  cellus  and  the  ponderous  dilk ; 
Thefe  to  your  rivals  are  familiar  grown. 
By  frequent  exercife  ;  but  you,  untaught. 
In  the  firft  ardor  of  unthihking  youth,       ■  ,.    *. 
Too  laie  may  mourn  with  them  the  unequal  Con- 
fiia. 

Zyc.  Had  Megacles,  expert  in  arts  like  thefe, 
Arriv'd  in  time,  his  valour  had  fuppUed 
The  place  of  Lycidas :  but  lince  he's  abfent. 
What  elfe  remains  for  me  ?  This  day,  Amyntas,! 
The  Olympic  combatants  contend  not  only 
For  olive  wreaths,  the  vi6lor's  wonted  meed ; 
But  Ariftea  is  the  bright  reward  ; 
The  royal  heir  of  mighty  Cliflhenes ; 
The  firft  and  lovelieft  of  our  Grecian  dames, 
Whofe  charms  have^ kindled  in  my  breaft  aflame, 
That  blazes  forth  even  in  its  infancy. 

Amyn.  What  then  of  Argene  ? 

Lye.  Thefe  eyes  no  more 
Muft  hope  to  fee  her :  love  no  longer  lives 
When  hope  expires.  -j 

Amyn,  And  yet  you  oft  have  fworn---- 

Lyc.   I  know  thy  purpofe,  thou  would'ft  here 

detain  me  '        ^ 

In 
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In  fmitlefs  converfe  till  the  hour  is  paft. 
Farewell. 

Amyn.  Yet  hear  me. 

Lye.  No. 

Amyn.  Behold  where  comes— 
Lye.  Who  comes,  Amyntas  ? 

Amyn.  Megacles. 

Lye.  Ha  !  where  ? 

Amyn.  Between  thofe  trees — no — 'tis  not  Me- 
gacles. 

lye.   Thou  doll  but  mock  me ;    and  indeed, 
Amyntas, 
I  well  deferve  it,  who  could  blindly  place  * 

My  hope  in  Megacles.  [^^^Ht* 

S  C  E  N  E    II. 

"Enter  Megacles. 

Amyn.  Behold  him  here — 
Lye.  Ye  righteous  powers  ! 

Mega.  My  prince  ! 

Lye.  My  friend  !  O  come, 
Come  to  my  bread :  my  hopes  again  revive. 

Mega.  And  is  it  true  that  Heaven  affords  me 
once 
The  means  to  fhow  the  gratitude  I  owe  you  ? 

Lye, 
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Lyc.  Yes,  thou  canft  give  me  happinefs  and  life. 

Mega.  Say,  how  ? 

Lyc.  By  entering  on  the  Olympic  games    b  ^(t  . ) 
Beneath  my  name,  and  combating  for  me. 

Mega.  Are  you  in  Elis  yet  unknown  ? 

Lyc.  I  am. 

Mega.  By  this  device  what  would  you  feek  ? 

Lyc.  My  peace.  ^ 

O  Heaven  !  let  us  not  wafte  the  time — this  hou^r , 
The  rival  combatants  mull  give  their  names. 
Fly  to  the  temple  ;  fay  thou  art  Lycidas ; 
If  thou  delay'ft,  thy  coming  here  is  vain ; 
Go — I  will  tell  thee  all  at  thy  return. 

Mega.  With  fecret  pride,  my  friend,  I  go 

The  name  of  Lycidas  to  wear ; 
That  all  the  much-lov'd  name  may  know. 

Which  ever  in  my  heart  I  bear. 

Obferving  Greece  henceforth  fhall  fay. 
Our  thoughts,  or  a6lions  are  the  fame  ;  ^ 

Our  hearts  the  like  afFe6lions  fway, 

Nor  have  we  differ' d  even  in  name.      \Exit» 

-    .       .'     J!      '. 

S  C  E  N  E    III.    ■  - 

Lycidas,  Amyntas. 

^i)'^'  P  generous  friend  !  O  faithful  Megacles ! 

Aviyn. 
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Amyn.  It  was  not  thus  you  fpoke  of  him  but  now. 

Lye.  View  me  at  length  pofTels'd  of  Arillea  : 
Go,  dear  Amyntas,  fee  that  all's  prepared  ; 
I,  with  my  fpoufe,  will  ere  the  clofe  of  day 
Depart  from  Elis. 

Amyn.  Prince,  be  not  fo  ready 
To  fancy  happinefs :  you  yet  have  much 
To  fear ;  your  artifice  may  be  difcover'd ; 
Or  in  the  trial  Megacles  may  fail. 
I  know  he  ever  has  been  found  victorious ; 
Yet  well  I  know  an  unforefeen  event 
Sometimes  confounds  the  coward  and  the'  brave  : 
Nor  virtue  always  meets  the  fame  fuccefs. 

Lye.  Why  would'ft  thou  feek  to  trouble  me  in 
vain 
With  thy  perpetual  doubts  ?  So  near  the  port 
Would'ft  thou  perfuade  me  ftill  to  dread  a  ftorm  ! 
The  man  who  blindly  liftens  to  thy  fears. 
Will  doubt  of  morning  light,  or  evening  fhade. 

The  fteed,  approaching  to  the  goal, 
His  eager  courfe  impatient  fpeeds ; 

No  more  obeys  the  rein's  control. 
The  chiding  voice  no  longer  heeds. 

Thus,  fill'd  with  hopes,  the  exulting  'breaft 
No  dread  can  know,  no  counfel  hear ; 

But  feems  of  prefent  joy  pofTeft, 

To  think  that  happinefs  is  near.    \Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    IV. 

uifpacious  country  at  the  foot  of  a  htll,  covered  over 
with  pafioral  cottages.  A  bridge  acrofs  the  river 
Alpheus,  compofed  of  trunks  of  trees.  Between 
the  trees,  that  grow  uj^on  the  plain,  is  a  p-ofpe^ 
of  the  city  of  Olympia  at  a  dlflance. 

.Argene  in  the  drefs  of  a  fhej^herdefs,  weaving 
garlands.  Chorus  of  nymphs  and  Jhepherds,  all 
hufted  in  pafloral  employments. 

Chorus. 

Hail !  peaceful  fhades^  dear  pleafing  feat ! 
Hail  happy  freedom's  fure  retreat ! 

Afg.  No  fraud  here  lurks  with  foul  delign 

Our  pleafures  to  deftroy ; 
But  conftancy  and  love  combine 

To  heighten  every  joy. 

Chorus. 

Hail !  peaceful  fhades,  dear  pleafing  feat  1 
Hail  happy  freedom's  fure  retreat ! 

Arg,  Here  each  of  little  {lore  pofleft. 

Content  with  little  lives ; 
Rich  in  himfelf,  his  tranquil  breaft 

No  ,poverty  perceives. 

Chorus. 
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Chorus. 

Hail !  peaceful  fhades,  dear  pleafing  feat ! 
Hail  happy  freedom's  fure  retreat ! 

"   Arg.  Without  or  guards  or  ftrdng-built  hold. 
Our  peace  is  here  fecure  ; 
No  treafur'd  heaps  of  tempting  gold 
The  midnight  thief  allure. 

Chorus. 

Hail !  peaceful  fhades,  dear  pleafing  feat ! 
Hail  happy  freedom's  fure  retreat ! 

Arg.  Here  undifguis'd  the  fimple  loves 
Of  nymphs — 

No  more — for  Ariflea  comes      \j'\fing^  tJi^  nymphs 

and  Jhepherds  go  out . 

SCENE    V. 

Enter  Aristea  attended. 

Ar'tf.  Lycoris, 
Purfue  your  harmlefs  paftime. 

Arg.  Dofl  thou,  princefs. 
Return  to  blefs  again  my  poor  abode  ? 

,  Ar'if.  O  that  I  could  as  well  avoid  myfelf 
As  I  can  fiy  from  others !  Ah  !  my  friend. 
Thou  little  think'fl  how  fatal  is  this  day 
To  Ariflea. 

.1  A^K'  .Rather  fay  this  day  , 

Is 
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Is  glorious  to  you  !  Of  your  matchlefs  beauty  ^ly 

What  ampler  proofs  can  future  times  receive  ?  ,  [> 

To  win  you  all  the  flower  of  Greece  this  day  :  i* 
Meet  in  th'  Olympic  lifts. 

jlrif.  He  whom  alone 
I  wifh  to  find,  alas  1  he  is  not  there. 
But  let  us  change  to  fome  more  pleafing  theme ; 
Again  refume  your  interrupted  talks. 
Lycoris  fit,  and  let  me  hear  thee  fpeak  : 
Thou  didft  begin  to  tell  me  all  thy  fortunes ; 
Purfue  the  ftory  now ;  with  thy  lov'd  converfe, 
AfTuage  awhile  my  pains ;  and  if  thou  canft. 
By  telling  thy  afflidlions,  foften  mine.      \_they  fit, 

Arg.   If  aught  from  me  has  power  to  charm 
your  grief,  ; 

Then  are  my  fufferings  not  without  reward. 
Already  have  I  told  you  that  my  name 
Is  Argene,  that  Crete  beheld  me  born 
Of  lioble  blood,  that  my  affections  foar'd  ^ 

A  higher  flight  than  even  my  birth  could  claim,  ' 

Arif.  Thus  far  I  have  learned. 

Arg.  Hear  whence  my  woes  began. 
On  Lycidas,  the  princely  heir  of  Crete, 
I  f;x'd  my  love,  and  was  again  belov'd. 
Awhile  with  prudence  we  conceal'd  our  flames : 
Till  pafiion  ftrengthening,  as  it  oft  befalls. 
And  prudence  growing  weak,  fome  watchfiil  eye 
Perceiv'd  at  length,  and  read  our  mutual  glances : 

The 
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The  tale  to  others  flew  ;  from  tongue  to  tongue 
The  rumour  fpreading  reach'd  the  royal  ear. 
The  king  with  anger  heard,  rebuk'd  his  fon, 
And  llernly  bade  him  never  fee  me  more ; 
And  thus  by  oppofition  but  increas'd 
His  wifli  to  fee  me  ;  fo  the  fanning  wind 
Adds  ftrength  to  fire  ;  fo  rivers  higher  fwell, 
In  ftraiten'd  bounds.     Impatient  with  his  love 
The  frantic  Lycidas  refolv'd  to  fly 
And  bear  me  thence  by  force ;  his  whole  defign 
To  me  he  fent,  the  mefl^enger  betray'd 
His  trufl:,  and  gave  the  letters  to  the  king. 
My  haplefs  lover  then  was  clofe  confin'd. 
And  I  commanded  to  a  foreign  hufl^and 
To  give  my  hand,  which  I  refus'd  to  obey. 
Againft  me  all  declar'd  ;   the  monarch  threaten' d. 
My  friends  condemn'd  me,  and  my  father  oft 
Urg'd  me  to  accept  the  nuptials :  nothing  now 
Could  fave  me  but  determin'd  flight  or  death. 
Of  thefe  I  chofe  the  flrft,  which  prudence  feem'd 
To  point,  and  nature  lead  recoil' d  to  follow. 
Unknown  I  came  to  El  is  :  in  thefe  woods 
I  purpos'd  to  refide,  'raidft  fhepherds  here 
A  rural  nymph,  I  now  am  calfd  Lycoris. 
But  in  the  faithful  bofom  of  Lvcoris, 
I  cherifli  ftill  the  heart  of  Argene. 

.    ^rif.  Indeed  I  pity  thee  ;  but  cannot  yet 
Approve  thy  flight ;  a  virgin  and  alone 
To  feek  a  didant  country — to  forfake— 
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Arg.   And  fhould  I  then  have  yielded  up  my 
hand 
To  Megacles  ? 

Arif.  To  Megacles ! — O  Heaven  !     .  l  rr^.J  el 
Declare  what  Megacles  was  this  ? 

Arg.  The  hufband 
For  whom  the  king  defign'd  me  :  ought  I  then 
To  have  forgotten — 

Arif.  Know'ft  thou  not  his  country  ?  -^A 

Arg.  Athens. 

Arif.  What  caufe  had  brought  him  into  Crete  ? 

Arg.   The  caufe  was  love ;  for  fo  himfelf  de- 
clar'd. 
A  band  of  robbers,  at  his  firft  arrival, 
Attack'd,  and  had  depriv'd  him  of  his  life, 
But.Lycidas  by  chance  came  by  and  fav'd  him. 
Smce  which  they  fiill  have  liv'd  in  ftri6left  friend- 
ship : 
This  friend  of  Lycidas,  known  to  the  king, 
Was,  as  a  ftranger,  by  the  royal  mandate 
Decreed  for  me. 

Arif.  But  doft  thou  yet  remember 
His  afpedl  ? 

Arg.  Yes,  methinks  I  fee  him  prefent. 
Fair  were  his  finning  locks,  his  eyebrows  dark, 
His  lips  of  ruddieft  hue,  and  gently  fwelling ; 
His  looks  fedate,  and  full  of  tendernefs ; 
A  frequent  fmile,  a  pleafing  fpeech — but  princeis, 
3  Your 
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Your  colour  changes — fay — what  can  this  mean  ? 

u^rif.    O  Heaven  !    that  Megacles  whom  you 
defcribe. 
Is  him  I  love. 

Arg.  What  fay'ft  thou  ?  > 

Arif.  O  I  'tis  true  :  -V^ 

In  fecret  long  he  lov'd  me  ;  but  my  father 
Refus'd  my  hand  to  one  in  Athens  born  : 
Nay  would  not  hear  or  even  vouchfafe  to  fee  him. 
He  left  me  in  defpair,  and  never  fince 
Have  I  beheld  him ;  but  from  thee  I  learn 
What  has  befallen  him  fmce. 

Arg.  Our  fortunes  both 
Are  furely  wondrous. 

Arif.  Could  he  now  be  told 
That  here  I  am  made  the  prize  of  vidlory. 

j4rg.  Difpatch  fome  trufty  mefTenger  to  Crete, 
To  give  him  notice  :  thou  meantime,  procure 
The  garhes  to  be  delay' d. 

Arif.  Say  how,  my  friend  ? 

u4r^.  Great  Clifthenes  is  Ariftea's  father ; 
'Tis  he  prefides,  th'  elefted  judge,  to  rule 
The  folemn  rites ;  he  if  he  will  can  change— 

Arif.  But,  ah  !   he  will  not. 

Arg.  Yet,  what  harm,  my  princefs. 
Springs  from  the  trial  ? 

u4rif.  Hafte  then,  let  us  ero 
luaY 


And 


I 
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And  find  out  Clifthenes.  jjjpyx  v  [both  rifing. 

Arg.  Forbear -He's  here.  »■ 

'    ~''    '  SCENE    VI.  ;■'■  '''"" 

•rlT 

Enter  Clisthenes  attended.  '• 

CVif.  My  daughter,  every  thing  is  no*v  prepar'd ; 
The  names  are  gather'd,  and  the  vi6lims  llain. 
The  hour  of  combat  fix'd ;  nor  can  we  longer     \ 
Defer  the  games  without  offending  Heaven, 
The  faith  of  nations,  and  thy  father's  honour. 

Arif.  Fond  hopes,  farewell !  [ajide. 

Clif.  O  !  I  fhould  give  thee  caufe 
For  pride  indeed,  did  I  difclofe  the  rivals 
That  feek  to  combat  for  thy  fake.     Megara 
Olinthus  fends  ;  Clearchus  comes  jfrom  Sparta ;    ' 
From  Thebes  her  Atys  ;  Erylus  from  Corinth  t 
From  Crete's  fam'd  ifle  the  youthful  Lycidas. 

Arg.  Who  ? 

CUf.  Lycidas,  the  Cretan  monarch's  fon. 

Ar'if.  Does  he  too  feek  me  ? 

Cllf.  Yes;  becomes  to  prove 
His  fate  with  others. 

Arg.  Has  he  then  fo  foon 
Forgot  his  once-lov'd  Argene  ?  \aftde. 

CUf.  My  daughter. 
Let  us  be  gone. 

1  '  ,  Arif. 
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j4ri/.  Grant  my  requeft,  my  father. 
Delay  the  combat  for  awhile. 

Clif.  Impoffible  ! 
But  wherefore  fhouldTt  thou  alk  it  ?    What  can 

urge 
This  flrange  defire  ? 

J  ^rif.  'Tis  ever  time  enough 
To  barter  freedom  :  marriage  to  our  fex 
Is  but  a  galling  yoke  ;  and  fure  we  fulFer 
Enough  of  evil  in  our  fervile  ftate. 
Without  the  nuptial  tie. 

Clif.  Such  is  the  language 
'Of  womankind  ;  but  falfely  they  complain. 

No  longer  murmur  that  your  fate 

Ungently  dooms  j^ou  to  obey  ; 
Since  even  in  your  fubjedled  flate, 

You  rule  o'er  us  with  fovereign  fway. 

While  we  in  fortitude  tranfcend, 
You  boaft  refiftlefs  beauty's  arms  > 

In  vain  would  feeble  man  contend ; 

For  courage  yields  to  female  charms.    [Exit. 

S  C  E  N  E     VIL 

_  Argene,  Aristea. 

j4rg.  And  didfl  thou,  princefs,  hear  ? 
jit  if.  My  friend,  farewell  I 

ImuiO: 


ACT  I.]  THE    OLYMPIAD*  97 

I  muft  attend  my  father :  thou  who  know*fl 
Of  my  dear  Megacles,  O  if  thy  heart 
Be  gentle  as  thy  looks,  in  kind  companion 
Procure  me  tidings  of  the  man  I  love. 

Ah  !  feek  to  know  what  land  detains 

The  objedl  of  my  care  : 
If  ftill  his  bread  unchanged  remains. 

If  I  his  converfe  fhare. 

Enquire  if  e'er  he  gently  fighs 

At  mention  of  my  name ; 
If  e*er,  when  tender  paflions  rife. 

His  lips  his  thoughts  proclaim.  [Exit^ 

SCENE    VIIL 

Argene  alone. 

Has  then  ungrateful  Lycidas  fo  foon 

Forgot  his  vows  ?  Unhappy  Argene  ! 

To  what  have  thy  offended  ftars  referv'd  thee  ! 

Learny  unexperienc'd  virgins,  learn  from  me  : 

Behold  the  pra6lice  of  deceitful  men  ! 

Each  calls  you  ftill  his  life,  his  foul,  his  treafure ; 

Each  fwears  the  dear  remembrance  of  your  charms 

Beguiles  the  day,  and  waftes  the  midnight  hours : 

All  arts  are  theirs :  they  can  turn  pale  and  weep. 

Before  your  light  feem  ready  to  expire  : 

But  heed  them  not — they  are  diflemblers  all. 

VOL.  I.  H  Amidft 
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Amidft  a  thoufand  hope  not  e'er 

One  heart  fincere  to  find  ; 
Though  each,  in  prefence  of  the  fair, 

May  boall  a  conftant  mind. 

By  cuftom  now  is  grown  defpis'd 

The  faithful  lover's  name ; 
And  conftancy,  that  once  was  priz'd,    j 

Is  made  the  lover's  fhame.         '  ^ '   [Exif. 

SCENE    IX.     rrt  iA 

Lycidas,  Megacles  meeting. 

filega.  My  Lycidas ! 

Lye.  My  friend ! 

Mega.  Behold  me  here 

Lye.  Haft  thou  completed 

Mega.  Every  thing  is  done. 
I,  in  thy  ftead,  have  vifited  the  temple, 
And,  in  thy  place,  fhall  foon  begin  the  trial ; 
Then,  ere  the  fignal  for  the  ftrife  is  given, 
Thou  may'ft  difclofe  the  bent  of  thy  defign. 

Lye.  O  !    fhould'ft  thou  conquer,  all  the  realm 
of  Love 
Has  not  a  lover  happier  than  myfelf. 

Mega.  What  mean'ft  thou  ? 

Lye.  To  reward  the  vi(^or's  toils  ^  _ 

A  maid  is  promis'd  of  tranfcendent  charms, 

And 
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And  royal  birth  :  thefe  eyes  had  fcafde  beheld  her 
When  my  heart  glow'd,  and  panted  to  poflefs  her : 
But  Httle  vers'd;  in  thefe  athletic  games — 

Me^a.  I  underftand  you — I  for  yqi^^^uft  win 

her.  .      ',    /    >    '  »r         ! 

Zyc.  Even  fo,  my  friend — demand  my  life,  my 
'kingdom, 
Whatever  I  have,  my  Megacles,  is  thine. 
And  all  too  little  to  return,  thy  friendfhip. 

.   Mega.  There  need  not,  prince,  fuch  motives  to 

incite  -      - 

A  grateful  valTal,  and  a  faithful  friend  tj 
To  thee  I  owe  my  life ;  then  hope  the  befl ;' 
I  trufl  thou  ftialt  pofTefs  thy  wifh'd-for  bride. 
I  come  no  ftranger  to  the  field  ;  ere  this 
My  labours  have  bedew' d  the  fands.of  Ells :     ^t 
Nor  is  the  fylvan  olive  to  thefe  brows 
An  unaccuftom'd  wreath ;  and  never  yet  .,jjj  -^  /  ' 
This  breafl  was  more  fecure  of  vi6lory  :    ,., 
The  thirfl  of  honour,  and  the  warmth  of  friendfhip. 
Add  ftrength  to  evei;y  nerve  :  I  pant  with  ardor, 
And  feem  already  in  the  glorious  trial.     '""^  -''C^^ 
Methinks  I  fee  each  rival  combatant,      "      '^"^^^ ''' 
Methinks  I  conquer!  From  the  trampled  plaiw'' 
My  locks  and  face  with  duft  are  cover'd  o'er. 
And  fhouts  of  pleas'd  fpedlators  fill  my  ears.  - 

Lye.  O  my  Ibv'd  friend  !   O  deareft  Ariftea ! 
Mega.  What  fay'fl  thou,  ha  !   -^oi'iid 

H  Ci  Lj'C. 
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Lyc.  I  call  by  name  on  her  nici  ij-r 

My  foul  adores. 

Megn,  And  nam'll  thou  Ariflea  ? 
Lyc,\^6,'.   -''    i—- ^;^  .     -      ^  i    <    I 
Mega,  What  Ariftea  ? 

Lyc.  Ariftea, 
Bom  on  Afopus'  banks,  the  only  ofF-fpring 
Of  royal  Clifthenes.     /■ 

Mega,  O  Heaven  !  'tis  fhe, 
'Tis  fhe  I  love  !     \afide^ — And  mull  we  fight  for 
her  ? 

Lyc.  For  her. 

Mega,  Is  this  the-  virgin  I  mufl  gain  you, 
By  conquering  here  ?        ^^i^  ^,^  rrijnf*   m  ^moo  I 
Lye, :  The  famea/:^  odi  '. 

Mega.  Is  Ariflea 
Your  hope,  your  comfort  ? 

Lyc.  O  !  fhe's  all  to  me. 

Mega.  I  feel  the  flroke  of  death  !  [aj^le. 

Lyc.  Be  not  furpris'd  : 
When  thou  fhalt  fee  the  beauties  of  that  face. 
Thou  wilt  perhaps  excufe  me  :  Gods  themfelves. 
Without  a  blufh,  might  own  a  paflion  there. 

Mega.  Too  well  I  know  it.  [afide. 

Lyc.  Should'fl  thou  prove  vidlorious. 

Can  tliere  be  found  one  happier  than  myfelf  ? 

Even  Megaclcs  fhall  triumph  in  my  joy  : 

1  Wilt 
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Wilt  thou  not  fympathize  in  my  delight  ? 

Mega.  Doubtlefs.   ' 

Lye.  And  wilt  thou  not,  my  friend,  efteem 
The  moment  blefl  that  gives  me  Ariflea  ? 

Mega.  Mofl  bleft— O  Gods  !  [afide. 

.Lye.  And  will  not  Megacles 
Grace  with  his  prefence  thefe  aufpicious  nuptials  ? 

Mega.  Diftra(5lion !  [ajide. 

Lye.  Speak. 

Mega.  I  have  no  will  but  yours. 
What  unknown  mifery,  what  hell  is  this !    [ajtde. 

Lye.  How  tedious  feems  the  day  !   Alas  !    thou 
know' ft  not. 
Or  canft  not  fure  believe,  that  expectation 
Is  death  to  one  who  loves,  and  loves  like  me. 

Mega.  I  know  it  well. 

Lye.  Yes,  Megacles,  even  now 
My  thoughts  call  up  futurity  :  already 
In  fancy  I  poiTefs  my  beauteous  bride. 

Mega.  This  is  too  much.  [aJide. 

Lye.  Methinks  I  feem 

Mega.  No  more 

You've  faid  enough  ;  I  own  the  name  of  friend. 
And  know  the  duties  which  that  name  imports : 
Yet  think  not  therefore 

Lye.  Why  are  you  difpleas'd  ? 

In  what  have  I  offended  ? 

Mega. 
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Jkf^^^.  Inconfiderate !    - 

What  have  I  done  ! r[^^^.]    This  tranfport 

fprings  from  zeal  ♦ 

To  do  you  fervice  :  hither  am  I  come 
Tir'd  with  a  length  of  way,  the  fight  draws  near. 
But  little  time  remains  for  my  repofe, 
And  of  that  little  you  would  now  deprive  me. 

Lye.  What  hinder'd  thee  before  to  fpeak  thy 
thoughts  ? 

Mega,  Refpe(5l  reltrain'd  my  tongue. 

Lye.  Then  would*fl:  thou  reft  ? 

Mega.  I  would. 

Lye.  Shall  we  from  hence  retire  together  ? 

Mega.  No,  Lycidas. 

Lye.  Then  wilt  thou  ftill  remain 
Beneath  thefe  fhades  ? 

Mega.  I  will. 

Lye.  Shall  not  thy  friend 
Attend  thee  here  ? 

Mega.  O  no.  [impatiently. 

Lye.  What  can  this  mean  !  [aftde. 

Farewell,  and  may'ft  thou  find  thy  wifh'd  repofe  ! 

Still  while  you  fleep,  with  pleafing  themes 
May  Love  infpire  your  peaceful  dreams. 

And  whifper  how  I'm  bleft  ! 
May  yonder  ftream  more  filent  flow. 
And  every  zephyr  gentler  blow. 

To  footh  my  friend  to  reft,  [Exit, 
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SCENE     X. 

Megasles  aJotie. 

Ye  gracious  powers  !  What  tidings  have  I  heard  ? 

What  unexpe6led  ftroke  is  fallen  upon  me  ! 

Shall  fhe  I  love  become  another's  right, 

And  I  refign  her  to  my  rival's  arms  ? 

But,  O  I  that  rival  is  my  deareft  friend  1 

How  ftrangely  for  my  torment  fate  unites 

Two  names  fo  opposite  !  Yet  fure  the  laws 

Of  friendfliip  never  can  exa6l  fo  much ; 

Forgive  me,  prince,  I  am  a  lover  too. 

To  afk  me  to  refign  my  Ariflea, 

Is  but  to  alk  my  life — And  does  not  then 

This  life  belong  to  Lycidas  who  fav'd  it  ? 

Do  I  not  breathe  through  him  ?    And  canft  thou 

doubt, 
Ungrateful  Megacles  !   Should  Ariilea 
E'er  know  thee  thus  forgetful  of  thy  friendfhip. 
Even  fhe  might  juftly  hate  thee.     Never,  never 
Shall  fhe  be  witnefs  to  this  change — the  laws 
Of  faith  and  amity  alone  I'll  hear, 
Of  gratitude  and  honour.     All  I  dread 
Is  to  behold  her ;  let  me  fhun  th'  encounter ; 
How  fhall  I  meet  her  fight !  To  think  of  it. 
My  heart  beats  quick,  cold  fweats  bedew  my  face, 
I  tremble, — I  am  lofl  !r-I  cannot  bear  it. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    XI. 

Enter  Aristea. 

Arif.  Stranger.  [without  feeing  his  face. 

Mega,  Ha  !  who  is  this  that  breaks  upon  me  ? 

[turning, 
Arif,  O  Heaven  !  [fees  Megacles. 

Mega.  O  Gods  !  [fees  Ariflea. 

Arif  My  Megacles  !  My  hfe  ! 
And  is  it  thee,  do  I  again  behold  thee  ! 
Ye  powers !  I  faint  with  joy,  my  tender  breaft 
Can  fcarce  fupport  this  mighty  tide  of  pleafure. 
Thou  deareft  obje(9:  of  my  conftant  wif>ies, 
So  long  bewail'd,  fo  long  invok'd  in  vain  ! 
At  length  thou  hear'ft  thy  ^thful  Ariftea ; 
Thou  art  return' d  in  a  propitious  hour ; 
O  happy  fuiferings !  O  indulgent  love  ! 
My  fighs  and  tears  are  amply  now,  repaid. 

Mega,  How  cruel  is  my  fate  !  [afide. 

Arif  Thou  anfwer'll  not. 
My  much  lov'd  Megacles !  StilFart  thou  filent ! 
Why  does  thy  colour  change  ?  What  mean  thofe 

looks 
Confus'd  ?  Why  feem  thy  eyes  to  fhun  me  thus  ? 
Whence  is  that  ftarting  tear  ?  Perhaps,  alas  ! 
No  longer  I  poflefs  thy  love — perhaps — 

Mega. 
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Mega.    What  fay'ft  thou  ! — Ever  flill — know 
then,  I  am — 
I  cannot  fpeak — Whatwretchednefs  is  mine !  [afide, 

Arif.  Thou  Ghill'ft  me  to  the  foul :  and  know'ft 
thou  not 
That  here  for  me  the  combatants  contend  ? 
Mega,  I  know  it  well.  -a-sv,  ck. 

Arif,  And  com'ft  not  thou  to  enter 
The  lifts  for  Ariftea's  fake  ? 

Mega.  I  do. 

Ar'if.  Why  are  you  then  fo  fad  ? 

Mega.  Becaufe — O  Gods  ! 
What  torment?  equals  mine  I 

Arif.  I  underftand  thee  : 
Some  envious  tongue  has  made  thee  doubt  my 

truth : 
If  this  afflidl  thee,  thou  art  indeed  unjuft ; 
For  never,  Megacles,  iince  laft  we  parted. 
Have  I  even  ftnn'd  in  thought  againft  my  love. 
Thy  voice  has  feem'd  for  ever  in  my  ears ; 
My  lips  have  dwelt  for  ever  on  thy  name ; 
My  heart  retaind  thy  image  :  never  yet 
I've  felt  a  fecond  flame  ;  thy  Ariftea— 

Mega.  Enough — I  know  it  well— 

Arif.  Thy  Ariftea, 
Shall  fooner  die  than  for  a  fingle  moment 
Forego  her  plighted  faith. 

Mega. 
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.  Mega.  Diftrading  thought !  [afide, 

Ar'if.  But  look  upon  me — fpeak— 
*   Mega.  What  can  I  fay  ? 

SCENE    XII. 

Enter  Alcander  in  hafte.  , , 

Ale.  My  lord,  difpatch^  if  here  you  come  to 
fight ; 
The  iignal's  given,  that  to  the  glorious  trial 
Invites  the  combatants.  \Exit. 

SCENE    xin. 

Megacles,  Aristea. 

Mega.  Affift  me  Gods  ! 
Farewell,  my  love  ! 

Arif.  And  wilt  thou  leave  me  thus  ? 
Yet  go — return  my  hulband ;  I  forgive  thee. 

Mega.  Such  happinefs  is  not  referv'd  for  me. 

.  [going. 

Arif.  Hear  me,  doft  thou  ftill  love  me  ? 
Mega.  More  than  life. 
Arif.  Doft  thou  believe  me  true  ? 

Mega.  Thy  truth  I  think 
UnfuUied  as  thy  beauty. 

Arif.  Go'ft  thou  not 
To  conquer,  and  to  win  me  ? 

Mega. 
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Mega.  I  would  hope  it. 

jir'tf.   And  dofl  thou  ftill  pofleis  thy  wonted 
valour  ? 

Mega.  I  truft,  I  do. 

jirif.  And  thou  wilt  gain  the  prize  ? 

Mega.  I  hope  for  victory. 

Ar'tf.  Then  am  not  I, 
Dear  Megacles,  thy  fpoufe  ? 

Mega.  My  life,  adieu.  -' 

In  thy  future  happy  days,         .n-'u^-n 

Think  on  him  who  lov'd  fo  well. 
Ar'if.  Tell  me  what  thy  grief  can  raife. 

Tell  me,  love,  thy  confort  tell. 

Mega.  Ceafe,  ceafe,  thou  idol  of  my  heart. 
jirif.  Speak,  Megacles,  thy  thoughts  difclofe. 

^    ,     f  Alas !   by  fpeaking  7 
^°'*-  Ulas  !  by  fiience      1  y°"  ""P^^ 
New  troubles  that  increafe  my  woes. 

Arif.  While  thus  I  fee  my  lover  mourn^ 

In  vain  the  caufe  I  feek. 
Mega.  With  jealoufy,  I  rage,  I  burn. 

Yet,  ah  !  I  dare  not  fpeak. 

Both.  What  hearts  could  e'er  before  fuflain 
Such  fatal  grief,  fuch  cruel  pain  ! 

[Exeunt  feverally, 

END    OP    THE    FIRST   ACT. 

ACT 
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ACT    II.    SCENE    I. 

Aristea,  Argene. 

Arg.  No  tidings  of  the  combat  yet  amv*d  ? 

Arlf.  No,  beauteous  Argene  :  the  law  is  hard 
That  fufFers  not  our  fex  to  be  fpe6lators. 

Arg.  Alas !  'twere  greater  pain,  perhaps,  to  fee 
The  man  we  love  expos'd  in  fuch  a  conflidl. 
Nor  have  it  in  our  power  to  give  him  fuccour. 
Yet  to  be  prefent — 

Arif.  I  methinks  am  prefent 
Though  abfent  far :  even  now  my  labouring  mind 
Forms  things  that  are  not.     Could'fl  thou  fee  this 

heart; 
The  combat's  here,  my  friend,  here,  here  it  rages 
More  than  in  yonder  field  :  before  my  eyes     , 
I  fee  the  lifts,  I  fee  my  Mcgacles, 
The  judges  and  contending  combatants ! 
Imagination  paints  his  rivals  ftronger. 
His  judges  partial :  doubly  in  my  foul 
I  feel  whate'er  he  feels :  the  cruel  blows. 

The  threats,  the  infulting  fhouts O  !  were  I 

prefent, 
I  ihould  but  fear  the  truth  ;  while  thus  in  abfence. 
My  anxious  thoughts  create  a  thoufand  dangers. 
And  what  is  not,  and  is,  alike  I  fear. 

Arg,  No  meflenger  asyet  appears —  [looking  out. 

Arif, 
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Arif.  None  yet — 
O  Heaven ! 

Arg.  What  can  this  mean  ? 

Arif.  Alas  !  I  doubt ! 
How  my  heart  trembles  ! 

Arg.  Whence  this  mighty  tumult  ?  '"' 

Arif.  My  fate's  decided— See,  Alcander  comes. 

Arg.  O  !  hafle  Alcander,  hade  to  give  us  com- 
fort; 
What  news  ? 

S  C  E  N  E    II. 

Enter  Alcander. 

Ale.  Moft  fortunate  1  The  king,  O  princefs ! 
Sends  me  to  you  the  harbinger  of  joy. 
And  I— 

Ar'f.  Arc  the  games  finifh'd  ? 

Ale.  Yes ;  they  are.  ^  j   r> 

Arg.  Declare  the  vidlor. 

Ale.  I'll  relate  the  whole  : 
Already  now  the  impatient  gazing  crowd — 

Arif.  All  this  I  alk  not. 

Ale.  Let  me  yet  relate — 

Arif  Say,  who  has  conquer' d  ? 

Ale.  Lycidas  has  conquer'd. 

Arif.  Ha  !  Ly^.id^J  .^.^^^ 
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Ak.  The  fame.  ■-..       >-'' 

jirg.  The  prince  of  Crete  ?  .  n_     . . 

Ale.  Yps,  he  who  lately  landeff  ori'thfefe  ilidfes. 
Arif.  Ill  fated  Ariftea  !  \aftde. 

Arg.  Wretched  Argene  !  [afide. 

Ale.  Moft  happy  princefs !  What  a  noble  con- 
fort 
Has  fate  allotted  thee  !  '  ^>  -^^^^ 

Arif.  Alcander,  leave  us. 

Ale.  The  king  expe(9:s  you. 

Arif.  Leave  us — I  will  follow. 

Ah.  He  waits  your  coming  in.  the  facred  temple. 
Where  now  afTembled — 

Arif.  Wherefore  go'ft  thou  not  ? 

Ale.  Is  this  the  recompenfe  my  tidings  find  ! 

[afide. ^     [Exit. 

SCENE    III. 

Aristea,  Argene. 

Arg.    Ah !    tell  me,   princefs,   is  there  under 
Heaven 
One,  O  ye  powers  !  more  hopelefs  than  myfelf  ? 

Arif.  Yes,  Argene,  that  wretch  am  I ! 

Ar-g.  O  never 
May  love  on  thee  inflidl  the  pangs  I  feel ! 
Thou  know'll  not  what  I've  loft;  how  dear  that  heart 
3  Had 
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Had  coll  me,  which  thou  now  haftravilh'dfromme* 

Arif,  Nor  canft  thou  judge  the  torments  I  en- 
dure. 

I  grant  the  fufFerings  great  you  prove, 

You  lofe  the  obje6t  of  your  love  ; 

But  yet  may  freely  vent  your  grief. 

And  feek  from  pity  fome  relief : 

While  I,  by  ruthlefs  Fortune  croft. 

Behold  myfelf  and  lover  loft ; 

Yet  cannot,  midft  my  woes,  retain 

The  wretched  freedom  to  complain.      \jS'x'h^ 

S  C  E  N,^,|  JYffi  ;^^^i  ^,ts.{  xi^M 

"•'    ;  "       Enter  Amyntas. 

♦ '       ' 

Arg.  \to  herfelf^  And  muft  I  neither  pity  find 

nor  fuccour  ? 

Amyn.  Almighty  powers !  Sure  Argene  appears 
In  yonder  form  !      ^^^^  j 

Arg,  At  leaft  revenge,  revenge  { 

May  be  procur'd.  [^o^^^/- 

Amyn.  Thou,  Argene,  in  Elis ! 
Why  here,  and  here  alone  in  homely  weeds  ? 

Arg,  Art  thou  too  come  to  affift  tlie  black  de- 

■'  '^-t^figii*!-^  V  f'^'f*-  Iff.:!  V 
Of  thy  perfidious  prince  ?  The  Cretan  king 
Has  doubtlefa  to  a  fage  conductor  given 
The  care  of  Lycidas !  Behold  the  fruit 

Of 
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Of  thy  ihftru6lions  !  Glory  then,  Amyntas/, 
To  fee  thy  pains  fucceed  :  who  feeks  at  full 
To  know  the  tiller's  care,  muft  mark  the  foil. 

Amyn.  Already  has  fhe  heard— [^^f.]  Not  my 
advice— 

Arg.  Enough — no  more — In  Heaven  there  ftill 
is  juftice 
For  all,  and  may  fometimes  be  found  on  earth  : 
I  will  implore  it  both  from  men  and  Gods ; 
My  rage  (hall,  like  his  falfehood,  keep  no  bounds. 
To  Clifthenes,  to  Greece,  to  all  the  world 
I'll  publifh  he's  a  traitor  :  infamy 
Shall  Hill  purfue  his  fleps,  that  every  one 
May  hate,  may  fhun  him,  and  with  juft  abhorrence 
May  point  him  out  to  all  that  know  him  ngt. 

Amyn.  Thefe  thoughts  are  fure  unworthy  Af- 
gene. 
Anger,  though  juft,  is  yet  a  treacherous  guide. 
Were  I  as  thee  I'd  prove  more  gentle  methods. 
Contrive  that  he  may  fee  thee,  fpeak  to  him,     ",^ 
Recall  his  promifes  to  his  remembrance ; 
'Tis  ever  better  to  regain  a  lover. 
Than  to  fubdue  a  foe. 

Arg.  And  doft  thou  think 
That  e'er  Amyntas  he'll  return  to  me  ? 

Amyn.  I  hope  at  leaft — thou  wert  his  only  joy. 
For  thee  he  languifh'd,  died  for  thee ;  remember. 
Has  he  not  vow'd  a  thoufand  times— -i^^^^^^^oh  u\\ 
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jirg.  Remember ! 
I  for  my  forrow  recolle6l  it  all. 

What  faid  he  not  one  fatal  day  ? 

What  God  did  not  atteft  ? 
And  can  he  then,  ye  powers,  betray 

The  faith  he  once  profefs'd  ? 

For  him  I  every  blefling  fpurn. 

Yet  now  he  flies  my  fight ; 
And  wilt  thou,  love,  with  this  return, 

A  conftant  heart  requite  ?  [Exit. 

S  C  £  N  £    V. 

'  AmyntAs  al9ne. 

Unthinking  ftate  of  youth  !  when  I  behold  thee 

Expos'd  to  every  giddy  change  of  love, 

I  find  new  comfort  in  the  calm  of  years. 

'Tis  ever  grateflil  from  the  fhore  to  view 

The  diflant  wreck  ;  not  that  we  take  delight 

In  other's  woe,  but  that  the  mind  with  pleafure 

Contemplates  ills  from  which  ourfelves  are  free. 

Yet  hold — and  has  not  hoary  age  its  florms  ? 

AJas  !  too  many ;  nof  is  even  exempt 

From  dread  of  others :    though  the  name  may 

change. 
Folly  is  folly  flill ;  each  age  is  rul'd 
By  love  or  hate,  by  anger  or  defire. 

..  voL.t.  I  We're 
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We're  veflels  left  to  wander  wide 

Amidil  a  rough  and  ftormy  tide  ;  ,  , 

Our  furious  paffions  that  prevail. 

Are  dangerous  winds  that  fwell  the  fail ; 

Our  life's  the  fea  on  which  we  fteer, 

And  pleafure  is  the  rock  we  fear. 

Though  like  a  wary  pilot  now 

Her  watchful  ftation  Reafon  keeps ; 

Yet  foon  the  waves  may  ftronger  grow. 
And  whirl  us  headlong  o'er  the  deeps. 

[Exif, 

SCENE    Vt 

Clisthenes  preceded  hy  Lycidas,  Alcander^ 
and  Megacles  zvearing  an  olive  crowfi.  Choriis 
of  wreJllerSy  Guards  and  People. 

Chorus. 

Than  Lycidas  a  nobler  name 

For  fortitude  renown'd. 
Did  ne'er  along  his  winding  ftream 

Alpheus'  fhores  refound. 

Chorus.     Part  i. 
No  hero  e'er  more  bravely  flood. 

In  combat  hand  to  hand ; 
No  mightier  labours  e'er  bedew'd 

The  fam'd  Olympic  fand. 

2  Chorus. 
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Chorus.     Part  ii. 

Minerva's  arts  are  his  in -fight. 

The  wings  of  Love  in  fpeed  ; 
Not  Phoebus'  or  .\lcides'  might 

Can  Lycidas  exceed. 

.;   ,   ;,        Chorus. 

Such  worth,  fuch  valorous  deeds  difplay'd. 

For  ages  fhall  endure  : 
No  time  with  dark  obhvion's  Ihade 

Such  honours  fliall  obfcure. 

Clif.  Brave  youth  !   who  'midft  thy  glory  ftill 

retain'ft 
Thy  graceful  modefty  ;  permit  me  now 
To  prefs  thee  thus  with  fondnefs  to  my  bofom. 
O  happy  king  of  Crete  !  who  could  give  birth 
To  fuch  a  fon  as  thee  !   O  had  I  ftill 
Preferv'd  my  fon  Philinthus,  he  perhaps 
Had  been   like   this — [/o   Alcander.]    Alcander 

thou  remember'll 
With  what  affliction  I  confign'd  him  to  thee  ; 
But  yet — 

u4Ic.  It  now  avails  not  to  revive 
Misfortunes  paft. 

Clif.  'Tis  true — My  Ariftea  [/o  Megacles. 

Shall  recompenfe  thy  worth  :  if  Clifthenes 
Has  aught  befides  to  give,  demand  it  freely  : 
Tllou  canil  not  alk  what  I'd  refufe  to  grant. 

I  2  jyp^a. 
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Mega.  Be  firm,  my  heart ! — [afide.']  My  lord^ 
I  am  a  fon, 
And  have  a  tender  father ;  every  pleafure 
I  fliare  not  with  him  lofes  half  its  value  : 
I  would  be  iirfl  to  bear  the  tidings  to  him 
Of  all  that  has  befallen  me ;  I  would  alk 
The  fan6lion  of  his  will  for  my  efpoufals ; 
And  in  his  prefence  give  my  hand  in  Crete 
To  Ariftea. 

Cl'tf.  Thy  defire  is  juft. 

Mega.  With  your  permifTion  I  will  now  depart : 
But,  in  my  ftead,  I  leave  this  friend  behind 
The  guardian  and  condudlor  of  my  bride. 

\_  pre/ending  Lycidas. 

Clif.  What  can  thofe  features  mean  ?    While  I 
behold  them. 
A  ilrange  emotion  runs  through  every  vein  ! 

[ajde. 
Declare,  what  youth  is  this. 

Mega.  His  name's  Egyfthus ;' 
His  country  Crete  ;  he  to  the  royal  blood 
Is  near  allie'd  ;  but  friendfliip  more  than  blood 
Unites  our  fouls  ;  fo  equal  are  our  thoughts. 
In  every  grief  or  joy  alike  we  fhare. 
And  naming  Lycidas  you  name  Egyfthus. 

Lye.  Ingenious  friendfhip  !  \oJide. 

Clif.  Let  Egyfthus  then 
Condu6l  thy  fpoufe  :  but  furely  Lycidas 

\^ill 
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Will  not  depart  without  one  interview. 

Mega,  O  no — this  meeting  muft  be  dreadful  to 
me, 
For  parting  would  be  death  :  I  feel  already 
The  pangs  of  fufFering — 

cry.  Ariflea's  here. 

Mega.  Unhappy  me  !  ''foCI  [afide. 


X\ 


II 


SCENE    VII. 

Enter  Aristea. 

Art/.  To  thefe  detefted  nuptials 
I  come,  even  as  a  vi6lim  to  the  altar.  [ajide. 

Lye.  Thofe  heavenly  charms  will  foon  be  mine 
for  ever !  [afide. 

Cl'if.    Draw  near,  my  daughter :  look,  behold 
thy  huiband.  \_prefenting  Megacles. 

Mega.  Ah  !   were  it  fo  1         ,  [afide. 

^r^/C  My  hufband  !        .  : -. -■    [y^^j  Megacles. 
Clif.  Yesj  confefs 
A  fairer  tie-  was  never  form'd  by  Heaven. 

Arif.  If  Lycidas  has  conquer' d,  can  my  love< — 
My  father's  fure  deceiv'd.  [afide. 

Lye.  She  thinks  her  hufband 
Is  Lycidas,  and  hence  her  trouble  fprings.    [aftde. 
Arif.  Is  this  the  vi^lor,  father  ? 
Cl'if.  Canft  thou  alk  it  ? 

*  Doft 
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Doft  thou  not  know  him  by  his  looks  ?  I  lis  face 
Befmcar'd  with  duft,  bedcw'd  wnth  honour'd  toils  ? 
That  leafy  wreath,  the  glorious  ornannent 
Of  him  who  triumphs  ? 

j^rif.  Said'ft  thou  not,  Alcander-rr-  ' 

u^Ic.  I  faid  the  truth,  O  princefs ! 

Clif.  Doubt  no  longer : 
Behold  the  fpoufe  to  whom  thou  art  join'd  by 

Heav'n ; 
And  never  could  a  father's  love  obtain 
A  nobler  from  the  indulgent  Gods. 

^ri/l  O  tranfport !  [flfi^'^- 

Mega.  O  torture  !  [aJiJe. 

Lye.  Happy  day !  '  \iifuie. 

CJ'if.  What !  neither  fpeak  ! 
Whence  is  this  lilence  .''     v,*?    .*wi' 

Mega,  Heavens  !-^What  fhall  I  fay  ! 

Arif.  Fain  would  I  fpeak  but — 

CTif,  Well  I  underftand  thee, 
My  prefence  is  ungrateful :  majefty, 
1  he  ftern  demeanour  of  tJie  king  and  father, 
Accords  but  ill  with  love.     I  know  how  irkfome 
To  me  were  fuch  reftraints :  remain  together, 
I  praife  the  modefty  that  keeps  }  ou  tlius 
In  mutual  filence. 

Mega.  Still  my  fate's  inore  wretched  !       [ajide. 

ay. 
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Cljf.  I  know  that  Love's  a  boy,  and  flies 

The  converfe  of  the  grave  and  wife  ; 

Delights  in  gamefome  toys,  but  fears 

The  rigid  frown  of  hoary  years : 

For  diftant  awe  can  ne'er  agree 

With  frolick  mirth  and  Hberty.  [Exit, 

,.     .SCENE    viir, 

Ariste'a,  Megacles,  Lycidas.      -        i 

Mega.  O  whither  fhall  I  turn,  divided  thus 
Between  my  friend  and  love  !  \aftde. 

Lye.  'Tis  time  I  now 
Reveal  myfelf  to  Ariltea.  \to  Megacles. 

Mega.  Stay \to  him. 

O  Heaven  !  [ajtde. 

Arif.  My  lord,  my  hulband,  from  thy  wife 
Conceal  thy  grief  no  longer. 

Mega.  Cruel  fate !       .  \ajicle. 

Lye.  My  friend,  my  love  admits  no  more  delay,^ 

\to  Megacles  afuJe. 

Arif.  Thy  fileng?,  deareft  Megacles,  diftrads^ 
me. 

M^gd'  Yet  hold,  my  heart ;  complete  thy  fa- 
crifice :  \afide. 

Vouchfafe,  O  prince  !  one  moment  to  retire. 

[/<?  Lycidas. 

XjT.  Retire  !  Say,  wherefore 

^  Mega, 
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Mega.  Go  :  confide  in  me. 
I  mufl  difclofe  the  whole  to  Ariftea. 
Lye.  But  may  not  I  be  prefent  ? 

Mega.  No  :  this  converfe  , . 

Imports  far  more  than  thou  may'ft  think— —   , 

Lye.  'Tis  well;  ,,.,  ^;,. 

Thou  bid'ft  and  I  obey  :  I'll  not  be  far. 

An  inftant  may  recall  me- ^Think,  my  friend, 

For  what,  for  whom  thou  fpeak'ft  :  if  Lycidas 

Has  e'er  deferv'd  thy  gratitude  and  love. 

Now  prove  it ;  to  thy  faithful  aid  I  truft 

]VJy  peace,  my  life.       ^,^^  ^^^  i,^,.^^^j  -,,j^     [Exit.^ 

'SCENE     IX.  '  ■l»*>>/r''- 

Megacles,  Aristea.  ■    ,         '  J  ^  r  ^ 

Mega.  O  cruel  recollection!     .',,.':/' 

^rif.  At  length  we  are  alone,  and  I  may  now. 
Without  conftraint,  give  vent  to  joy ;  may  call 

My  hope,  my  treafure,  my  delight 

Mega.  No,  princefs; 
Thofe  rapturous  names  are  not  for  me :  refervc 

them 
To  grace  fome  happier  lover.  '  , ."'    *   '"• 

^rif.  And  is  this  .  v      i  .  r        ^ 

A  time  for  fuch  difcourfe  ?  this  happy  day 

But  thoughtlefs  as  I  am  thou  dofl  but  mock  me  ; 
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I  am  to  blame  to  be  alarm'd. 

Mega.  Alas ! 
Thou  haft  but  too  much  caufe '' 

Ar'if.  Explain  thyfelf. 

Mega.   Hear  then ;    but  rouze  thy  courage, 
Ariftea  :  !(^fij>  ••.>t'>T'')V»">">f!i!.: -i!  P 

Prepare  thy  foul  to  give  th'  extremcft  proof 
Of  dauntlefs  virtue. 

Arif.  Speak,  what  would'ft  thou  fay  ? 
How  my  heart  trembles  !  jui«.i  va\U  . ,    . 

Mega.  Haft  thou  not  declar'd 
A  thoufand  times,  'twas  not  my  form  that  won 

thee, 
But  that  ftncerity,  that  grateful  mind. 
That  foul  of  honour  which  infpir'd  my  thoughts  ? 

Arif.  Moft  true  indeed :    fuch  didft  thou  feem 
to  me ;  "■      "  •'  '. 

As  fuch  I  know  thee  yet,  as  fuch  adore  thee.     ' ,  ^ 

Mega.  Should  Megacles  e'er  change  from  what 
thou  knew'ft  him. 
Be  falfe  to  friendlliip,  perjur'd  to  the  Gods, 
Forget  the  benefits  conferr'd  upon  him, 
And  give  him  death  to  whom  he  owes  his  life ; 
Say,  couldft  thou  love  him  ftill  ?  permit  him  ftill 
To  woo  thee,  or  receive  him  for  thy  huftsand  ? 

Arif.  And  doft  thou  think  that  I  can  e'er  fup- 
pofe 
My  Megacles  fo  lol]:  to.ev^ry  virtue  ? 

Mega. 


122  THE    OLYMPIAD.  ,       [aCT  II. 

Mega.  Know  then,  by  fate's  decree,  that  Mc- 
gacles 
Muft  be  this  wretch  if  e'er  he  prove  thy  hufband, 

uir'if.  What  haft  thou  faid  ? 

Mega.  Now  hear  the  fatal  fecret. 
The  prince  of  Crete,  who  languifli'd  for  thy  charms, 
Iraplor'd  my  pity  ;  'twas  to  hjm  I  ow'd 
My  hfe  preferv'd  :  ah  !  princefs,  judge  thjifelf, 
Could  I  refuie  . .-  . 

uirif.  And  thou  haft  fought r 

Mega.  For  him. 

^rif.  And  wilt  thou  lofe  me  thus  }  ^^^''  ^ 

Mega.  Yts,  to  maintain 
Myfelf  ftill  worthy  of  thee.  ^  *  ^"^ 

Ar'if.  Muft  I  then ■ 

Mega.  Thou  muft  complete  my  work:  OAriftea| 

Confirm  the  dilates  of  a  grateful  heart. 

Yes,  generous  maid,  let  Lycidas  henceforth 

Be  what  till  now  thy  Megacles  has  been  ; 

To  him  transfer  thy  love  :  my  friend  deferves 

This  happinefs  :  I  live  within  his  breaft  ; 

Nor  can  I  deem  thee  loft,  if  he  has  gain'd  thee. 

^  .         A 

y^rif,  Diflracfling  change  !  I  fall  fropi  highefl. 

Heaven 

To  deepeft  Hell — A  paffton,  pure  as  mine, 

Deferves  a  better  fate — ^Alas  T  without  thee 

Life  is  not  life  ! 

Mega.  O  beauteous  Ariftea  J 


Do 
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Do  not  thou  too  confpire  againft  my  virtue^ 
Already  has  it  coit  me  dear  to  form 
This  dreadful  refolution  :  one  foft  moment 
Deftroys  the  glorious  worH. 

Arif.  To  leave  me  thus — — 

Mega,  I  have  refolv'd 

Arif.  Haft  thou  refolv'd  ?  And  when  ? 

Mega.  Thi?  is  the  laft- ^How  fhall  |  liye  tQ 

fpeak  it  ? 
This  is  the  laft  farewell.  \, 

Arif,  The  laft  ! Ingrate  ! 

Aflift  me,  Heaven  !  my  feet  begin  to  fail ; 
Cold  damps  bedew  my  face  ;  methinks  I  feel 
The  freezing  hand  of  death  upon  my  heart. 

\IeaTis  againji  a  tree, 

Mega^  My  boafted  fortitude  decays  apace ; 
The  longer  I  remain,  the  lefs  I  find 
The  power  to  part — — Rouze,  rouze,  my  foul  \—r^ 

I  go : 

O  !  Ariftea,  live  in  peace. 

Arif.  What  fay'ft  thou  ? 
Wilt;^thou  then  leave  me  ?  '  y 

Mega.  Fate,  my  Ariftea, 
Demands  this  feparation. 

Arif.  And  thou  go'ft <■ 


Mega.  Yes,  never  to  return.  [^o/, 

Arif.  Hear  me Ah  no  ! 

Say,  whither  go'ft  thou  ? 


Ging 


Mega. 
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Mega.  Far  from  thee,  my  love. 
To  breathe  in  other  cHmes — 

\^gomg,  he  Jiops  at  the  entrance. 

Arif.  O  help  ! 1  faint 

[^falh  in  afwoon  upon  a  rock. 

Mega.  Unhappy  Megacles !  what  do  I  fee  ? 
Her  fpirits  link  with  grief;  my  only  joy, 

[returning. 
My  Ariftea,  droop  not  thus  :  behold 

Thy  Megacles  is  here 1  will  not  go 

Thou  (halt  be  yet What  have  I  faid  ?  Alas ! 

She  hears  me  not :  and  have  ye,  cruel  ilars. 

More  mifery  for  me  ?  No ;  there  refts  but  this. 

This  only  to  fuftain  !  Where  fhall  I  find 

A  friend  to  counfel  ?  What  mull  I  refolve  ? 

To  leave  her  thus  were  cruel  tyranny  ! 

But  what  avails  my  Hay  ?  Shall  I  efpoufe  her. 

Deceive  the  king,  betray  my  friend  ?  O  !  never : 

Honour  and  friendlhip  both  forbid  the  thought ; 

Yet  may  I  not  at  leall  defer  this  parting  ? 

Alas !  my  refolution  then  mull  meet 

A  fecond  feparation.    Cruelty 

Is  mercy  now — Farewell,  my  life  !   Farewell, 

My  dear  loft  hope  !   On  thee  may  Heaven  bellow 

The  peace  denied  to  me \_kij/es  her  hand.~\ — 

Almighty  powers ! 
Preferve  your  beauteous  work,  and  add  to  her's 
The  days  that  I  may  lofe  1,^ — ^What  Lycidas ! 
Where  art  thou,  Lycidas  ?  [looking  out. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    X. 

Enter  Lycidas. 

Lye.  Has  Ariftea 
Been  told  of  all  ?  .  ^ 

Mega.  She  has — Make  hafte,  O  prince  !   '  '/^'t 
Aflill  thy  fpoufe.  \_io^^^g' 

Lye.  Ye  powers !  What  do  I  fee  ? 
What  can  this  mean  !  [/o  Megacles. 

Mega.  Some  unforefeen  diforder 
Has  overcome  her  fenfes.  [s^^^S' 

Lye.  Doft  thou  leave  me  ? 

Mega.  I  go but  O  !  remember  Ariftea  ! 

[to  Lycidas. 
What  will  fhe  fay  on  her  returning  fenfe  ! 
Methinks  I  know  it  all ! — \aftde.'\  Hear,  Lycidas ! 

O  !  fhould  fhe  feek,  or  afk  thee  where 

Thy  haplefs  friend  is  fled  ; 
Return  this  anfwer  to  the  fair  : 

My  haplefs  friend  is  dead. 

Yet,  ah  !  let  not  fuch  grief  torment  . ;  j 

The  tender  mourner's  breaft : 
Reply  but  this :  that  hence  he  went, '  •    "    - 

With  anguifh  fore  oppreft.  *'^^ 

What  deep  abyfs  of  woe  is  mine,  .  r 

From  her  I  love  to  part !  ,    r^, 

^      !•>  rij.j:  .;;lfioJ 

And  thus  for  ever  to  refign    ^    \        ,.  --- 

The  treafure  of  my  heart !  [Exit. 
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S  C  E  N  E    XI. 

Lyci1)as,-  Aristea. 

Lye.  What  labyrinth  is  this  in  which  I  am  Idil ! 
See  Ariltea  fenfelefs !  Megacles 
Departs  affiidled - 


Arif.  O  ye  powers  !  \com'ing  to  nerjei 

Lye.  But  look  ! 
Her  gentle  foul  refumes  its  wonted  functions : 
My  love,  my  princefs !  once  again  unclofe 
Thofe  beauteous  eyes. 

jirif.  Ah  !  faithlefs,  faithlefs  hulband  ! 

[not  feeing  hinu 

Lye.  Call  me  not  thus ;    but  here  receive  my 
hand, 
A  pledge  of  conftancy.  [takes  her  hand. 

Arif.  At  leaft — O  Heavens !  \Jees  Lye. 

Where,  where  is  Megacles  ? 

Lye.  He's  gone  ! 

Arif  Ingrate  ! 
Is  lie  then  gone  !  Had  he  the  heart  to  leave  m^ 
In  fuch  a  cruel  ftate  ? 

Lye,  Thy  hufband's  here. 

^rif  Is  then  humanity,  faith,  love,  compalTion, 

[rifing  in  a  rage. 

Banifli'd  from  every  breaft  !  If  fwift-wing'd  juftice 

Confume  not  fuch  offenders,  why,  ye  powers ! 

Why  are  there  bolts  in  Heaven  ? 

Jjyc. 


I 
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Lyc.  I  am  all  amazement ! 
Say,  who  has  wrong'd  thee  ?  Dofl  thou  feek  re- 
venge ? 
Speak,  fpeak,  my  love  !   Behold  thy  hufband  pre- 

fent, 
Behold  thy  Lycidas  ! 

Arif.  O  Gods !  art  thou, 
Art  thou  that  Lycidas  ?  Fly  hence,  be  gone  ! 
Avoid  my  fight !  It  is  through  thee,  perfidious, 
I  fufFer  all  tjiis  wretched ne£s ! 

Lyc.  What  crime 
Have  I,  unknown,  committed  ! — I  am  diflradled  ! 

Arif.  Barbarian  !  'tis  by  thee  I'm  flain  j 

By  thee  I  from  myfelf  am  torn  : 
Through  thee  this  anguifli  I  fuftain. 

Through  thee  forfaken  and  forlorn  ! 

Ne'er  hope  from  me  thy  peace  to  find ; 

That  treacherous  bofom  I  defpife  : 
Thy  foul  is  hateful  to  my  mind  ; 

Thy  looks  are  poifon  to  my  eyes !         ^Exif. 

SCENE    XII. 

Lycidas,  enter  to  him  Argsxe. 

Lyc.   [to  himfelf]  And  am  I  this  barbarian,  thii 
perfidious ! 
Ye  powers ! — I'll  follow  her,  and  know  the  caufe 
Of  this  myflcrious  chiding. 

Ar^. 
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Arg.  Traitor,  Hay  I 

Lye.  Ha  !  do  I  dream  or  wake  !    \Jees  Argenc. 

Arg.  Thou  dofl  not  dream  ; 

0  no  !  thou  feell  forfaken  Argene  ; 
Ungrateful  man  !  behold  thefe  features,  once 
Thy  fole  delight,  if  midft  my  pad  misfortunes 
A  trace  remains  of  what  they  once  have  been. 

Lye.  Whence  could  (he  come  ?  In  what  a  luck- 
lefs  hour 
Am  I  furpris'd  ?  If  ftill  I  loiter  here 

1  lofe  my  Ariftea.  \aftder[ \to  her.~\  Beauteous 

maid ! 
I  underftand  not  what  thy  words  import ; 
Some  other  time  thou  may'ft  at  better  leifure 
Explain  thy  meaning.  \^^oing. 

Arg.  Hear  me,  cruel  man  !  [holding  him. 

Lye.  Unhappy  me  !  [afide. 

Arg.  Doll  thou  not  underftand  me  ? 
But  well  I  underftand  thy  perfidy, 
Thy  new  afFe6lion  !  All  thy  frauds  I  know ; 
And  Cliflhenes  from  me  fhall  know  them  all. 
To  thy  confulion.  [g^^^S- 

Lye.  O  forbear  !  Yet  hear  me  ;       [holding  her. 
Be  not  offended,  Argene  :  forgive 
This  feeming  coldnefs :  I  remember  now 
My  former  love,  and  if  thou  wilt  conceal  me. 
Perhaps who  knows  th'  event  ? 

Arg.  And  can  I  fufFer  •  -"•  '."'v- 

A  bafer 
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A  bafer  infult  ?  SayTt  thou  then,  perhaps 

Who  knows  th'  event  ?  Yes,  yes,  'tis  I  am  guilty  : 
The  motives  thou  hafl  urg'd  to  plead  thy  pardon. 
Are  doubtlefs  mighty  proofs  of  thy  affedlion. 

Lye.  Yet  heir  what  I  would  fay. 

[offers  to  take  her  hand, 
Arg.  Leave  me,  ingrate  ! 
I'll  hear  no  more  ! 

Lye.  O!  Gods!   I'm  all  diftra^ion  ! 

■Arg.  No ;  the  flatterer  Hope  in  vain 

JEflays  his  foothing  power : 
Kevenge  alone  I  feek  to  gain. 

And  love  expert  no  more. 

Let  peace  be  banifh'd  from  thy  bread. 

Where  treafon  holds  her  feat ; 
I'll  call  myfelf  no  more  diflrefs'd. 

But  all  my  pains  forget.  •  \Exit. 

SCENE    XIII. 

Lycidas  alone. 

Was  ever  fate  fo  cruelly  perplex'd  ? 

If  Argene  betrays  me,  I  am  loft. 

I  muft  purfue  her  yet,  and  calm  her  rage ; 

But  who,  meanwhile,  fhall  pacify  the  princefs  ? 

My  friend  alone but  whither  is  he  gone  ? 

I'll  feek  him  ;  Megacles  at  leaft  will  give  me 
Advice  and  comfort.  \,S^^^S' 

VOL.1.  K  SCENE 
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SCENE  xrv. 

Enfer  Amyntas. 

Amyn.  Megacles  is  dead. 

Lye.  Say'ft  thou,  Amyntas ! 

Amyn.  'Tis,  alas  !  too  true. 

Lye.  Ha  !  wherefore  ! — Say,  what  impious  hand 
has  dar'd 
Cut  (hort  a  Hfe  fo  precious  ?  Let  me  find  him. 
He  fhall  be  made  a  monument  of  vengeance 
To  all  mankind. 

Amyn.  Forbear  thy  fearch,  and  know 
'Twas  Lycidas  that  kill'd  him. 

Lye.  Me  ?— Thou  rav'ft  ! 

Amyn.  O  would  to  Heaven  I  did  !    wandering 
but  now 
In  fearch  of  thee,  amid  thefe  trees  I  heard 
A  fudden  groan,  and  haftening  tow'rds  the  found. 
Beheld  a  man  who  turn'd  his  fword  unfheath'd 
Againft  his  breaft,  and  flood  prepar'd  to  fall 
Upon  the  fatal  point :  I  ran  to  fave  him. 
Held  him  from  death,  and  fnatch'd  the  weapon 

from  him : 
But  when  I  faw  the  face  of  Megacles, 
Think  how  we  both  remained ;  recovering  foon, 
What  madnefs  urges  thee  to  feek  thy  death  ? 
I  would  have  faid,  but  ere  I  could  begin, 

"  Amyntas, 
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"  Amyntas,  I  have  liv'd  enough — "  (he  cried, 

And  figh'd  full  deeply  frpm  his  inmoft  heart) 

"  I  cannot,  will  not  longer  bear  the  light, 

"  Depriv'd  of  Ariftea ;  ten  long  years 

"  I've  liv'd  for  her  !  'Tis  Lycidas,  alas ! 

"  Unknowing  kills  me  :  yet  he  wrongs  me  not ; 

''  This  life  was  once  his  gift,  and  he  refiimes  it." 

Lye.  Alas  !  my  friend Go  on 

Amyn.  This  faid  he  vanifh'd 
Swift  as  a  Parthian  fhaft.     Thou  fee*ft  yon*  rock, 
Whofe  lowering  front  o'erfhades  Alpheus'  flream  : 
Lika  lightning  thither  fpeeding,  from  the  fummit 
He  leap'd,  and  headlong  plung*d  amid  tlje  flood. 
In  vain  I  cried  for  help,  the  waves  receiv'd  him. 
And  opening,  fwift  in  circling  eddies  whirl'd. 
Then  fudden  clos'd  again  ;  the  echoing  banks 
Return'd  the  found,  and  he  was  feen  no  more.    . 

Lye.  What  dreadful  image  rifes  to  my  light ! 

Amyn.  O  let  us  feek  at  leaft  thofe  dear  remains 
That  once  contain'd  fuch  treafure  of  a  foul : 
*Tis  the  laft  office  that  affli6ted  friendfliip 
Can  pay  his  memory  !  \Exit. 

S  C  E  N  E  "  XV. 

Lycidas  alone. 
Alas  !  Where  am  I ! 

What  has  befallen  !  Muft  then  offended  Heaven 
Shower  all  its  wrath  on  my  devoted  head  ? 

K  2  O  Me- 
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0  Megacles !  Where  art  thou,  Megacles ! 
What  is  this  world  without  thee  ?  Cruel  Gods ! 

[raving. 
Reflore  to  me  my  friend  1  'Twas  you  who  fnatch'd 

him 
From  my  embrace,  from  you  I  now  demiand  him ; 
If  you  refufe  to  give  him  to  my  vows. 
Where'er  he  is,  by  force  I'll  wrcft  him  from  you ; 

1  fear  not  all  your  bolts 1  have  a  foul 

Can  urge  my  fteps  to  tread  the  path  below. 
Which  Hercules  and  Thefeus  trod  before. 


SCENE    XVL 

En^er  Alcander. 
^/c.  What,  Lycidas ! 
Lye.  Even  from  the  lowed  depth- 


[not  hearing  Alcander. 
Ale.  Hear,  Lycidas ! 
Lye.  Ha  !  what  art  thou  whofe  rafhnefs 
Breaks  in  upon  my  frenzy  ? 

Ale.  From  the  king 
I  come  a  meflenger. 

Lye.  What  would  the  king  ? 

Ale.  He  wills  that  thou  be  banifh'd  far  from 
hence, 
A  fhamefiil  exile  :  fhould  the  fetting  fun 
Leave  thee  in  Elis,  thou'rt  condemn'd  to  die. 

Lye.  And  fends  he  thus  to  me  ? 

Ale, 
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jilc.  Learn  hence  to  affiime 
A  borrow'd  name,  to  break  the  bonds  of  faith. 
And  dally  with  the  majelty  of  kings. 

Lye.  Dar'ft  thou,  rafh  man  ! 

yllc.  No  more — thus  far,  O  prince  ! 
My  duty  bids  me,  which  I  have  fulfill'd ; 
The  reft  remains  with  thee.  [Exii. 

SCENE    XVII. 

Lycidas  alone. 

Prefumptuous  man  !  [di-aws. 

This  fword  fhall  through  thy  breaft— What  have 

I  faid  ? 
Whom  would  my  rage  chaflife  ?  'Tis  I  km  guilty  : 

I  am  the  offender Let  me  rather  plunge 

My  weapon  here Die,  wretched  Lycidas ! 

Ha  !   wherefore  doft  thou  tremble,  coward  hand. 
What  is't  withholds  thee  ? — ^This  indeed  is  mifery  : 
I  hate  my  life,  and  yet  my  death  affrights  me; 
My  heart  is  torn  in  pieces !  Rage,  revenge. 
Repentance,  friendfliip,  tendernefs,  compaflion. 
Love,  fhame,  all,  all  diflra^t  me  :  never  breaft 
Was  rent  before  with  fuch  contending  paflions  ! 
What  can  this  mean  ?  I  tremble  'midfl  my  threats  I 
t  burn  and  freeze  ;  I  weep  even  while  I  rave ; 
I  wifh  for  death,  yet  know  not  how  to  die, 

Methinks 
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Methinks  the  {hades  of  night  arife, 
And  blot  the  luftre  of  the  Ikies ! 
Around  what  horrid  forms  appear  ! 
I  feel  a  thoufand  furies  here  ! 

Meaegras'  fanguine  torch  infpires 

My  bofom  with  terrific  fires ! 

Ale6lo  all  her  venom  drains, 

And  fheds  the  poifon  through  my  veins. 


END  OP  THE  SECOND  ACT, 


ACT 


THE   OIYMPIAD.  135 


ACT   III.     SCENE   I. 

v/  double  path  formed  by  the  ruins  of  an  ancient 
Hippodrome,  in  a  great  part  overgrown  with 
ivy,  brambles,  arid  other  wild  plants. 

Megacles,  held  by  Amyntas,  on  one  fide,  and  on 
the  other,  Aristea,  held  by  Argene,  unfeen  of 
each  other.  ■ 

Mega.  Leave  me,  thou  feek'ft  in  vain  to  oppofe 
my  purpofe. 

Amyi}.  O  !  think  my  friend !  think  yet  again : 
beUeve  me 
Thou  may'fl  not  find  once  more  the  fifher's  hand 
Whofe  aid  but  now  preferv'd  thee  from  the  flream, 
Refle6l  that  Heaven  is  tir*d  of  fuccouring  them 
Who  tempt  too  far  its  goodnefs. 

Mega.  Impious  fuccour ! 
Inhuman  pity  !  to  refufe  him  death 
Who  Uves  a  dying  hfe  !  O  Heaven  ! — Amyntas, 
Leave  me. 

Amyn.  O  never ! 

Arif.  Leave  me,  Argene. 

Arg.  No,  hope  it  not. 

Mega.  Depriv'd  of  Ariflea, 
I  cannot,  ought  not  longer  to  furvive, 

Arif 
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Arif.  Yes,  I  will  die  where  Megacles  was  loft ! 

jimyn.  Yet  Hay. 

Arg.  Yet  hear  me. 

.   Mega.  Wherefore  fliould  I  ftay  ? 

Arif.  What  muft  I  hear  ? 

Mega.  There  is  no  comfort  now 
Remains  for  me. 

Atif.  I  have  no  hope  on  earth.    - 

Mega.  Yet  to  prolong  my  life  thou  flriv'fl  in 

vain. 
Art/.  To  keep  me  here  from  means  of  death;, 

in  vain 
Thou  would'fl  attempt. 

Aniyn.  Yet  llay. 

Arg.  Yet  hear. 

Arif.  O  Heaven ! 

Mega.  O  Gods ! 

[nieeting  each  other  in  the  middle  of  the  Jiage^ 

Arif:  And  art  thou  Megacles ! 

Mega.  Ah  !  princefs  ! 

Arif.  Ungrateful !   doft  thou  hate  me,  fly  mc 
thus, 
That  when  I  feek  for  death  to  unite  me  to  thee. 
Thou  tread' 11  again  the  paths  of  life. 

Mega.  Behold, 
My  dearell  Ariflea,  how  I  am  curs'd  ! 

All, 
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All,  all  the  ways  that  lead  to  wifh'd-for  death. 
Are  barr'd  againft  me. 

Artf.  Say,  what  pitying  hand— - 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Alcander. 
Ah.  O  !  facrilegious  madnefs !  Impious  fury  ! 
Ar'if,  What  new  difafters  are  there  yet  in  ftore  ] 
Alcander,  fpeak. 

Ale,  This  inftant  has  thy  father 
Receiv'd  new  life. 

Ar'tf.  What  doft  thou  mean  ? 

Ale.  What  mourning, 
What  ruin  might  have  cover'd  all  the  land. 
Had  Heaven  prefen^'d  him  not. 

Arif,  Say,  how  ? 

Ale.  Thou  know'il 
By  ancient  cuftom  that  the  folemn  pomp 
Of  facrifice  concludes  this  feftive  day. 
While  Cliflhenes,  encompafs'd  by  his  guards. 
Drew  near  the  hallowM  temple  to  complete 
The  facred  rites,  whate'er  the  caufe  we  knew  not. 
Or  whence  he  came,  but  Lycidas  impetuous 
Oppos'd  our  Way  :  fuch  dreadful  looks  till  then 
I  ne'er  beheld  :  his  right  hand  grafp'd  a  fword  : 
His  head  was  bare,  and  all  his  garments  torn ; 
His  locks  difhevell'd  j  from  his  fiery  eyes 

6  '  Darte4 
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Darted  malignant  beams ;  fierce  indignation 
Flufh'd  on  his  cheek  ftill  moift  with  recent  tears. 
Amid  the  aflonifh'd  guards  he  forc'd  his  way. 
And  rufhing  tow'rds  the  king — Here  end  thy  Hfe, 
Furious  he  cried,  and  rais'd  his  impious  fleel. 

Arif.  O  Gods ! 

Ale.  The  king,  with  countenance  unchang'd, 
Stood  Hill  to  wait  th'  event,  fix'd  on  the  youth 
A  look  fevere,  and  thus  majeftic  fpoke  :   ' 
Rafh  man,  what  mean'fl  thou  ? — Mark  how  Heaven 

protects 
The  lives  of  kings  !<--- — ^Thefe  words  at  once  ftopt 

fhort 
The  infenfate  youth  ;  a  fudden  chillnefs  fciz'd  him; 
His  lifted  arm  refus'd  the  fatal  blow ; 
With  awe  he  own'd  offended  majefty, 
Grew  pale  and  trembled,  dropt  his  threatening 

fword. 
And  from  his  eyes  that  glar'd  fo  late  with  rage, 
The  copious  tears  gufh'd  forth, 

Arif.  I  breathe  again. 

Arg,  O  fatal  rafhnefs  ! 

Amyn.  O  unthinking  youth  ! 

Arif.  What  of  my  father  now  ? 

Ale.  He  has  before  him 
The  criminal  in  chains. 

Amyn.  Ah  !  let  us  try 
What  means  may  fave  him  yet,  \Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE      III. 

Megacles,  Aristea,  Argene,  Alcaxder, 

Mega.  Tell  me,  what  fays 
Unhappy  Lycidas  ? 

Jlc.  To  all  they  alk 
He  nought  replies ;    though  doom'd  to  death,  he 

feems 
To  know  it  not,  or  heeds  not  what  befalls  him. 
He  weeps,  he  calls  on  Megacles,  for  him 
Enquires  of  all,  on  that  dear  name  his  lips 
Still  dwell,  as  if  they  knew  no  other  found. 

Mega.  I  can  no  longer  hold  :  for  pity's  fake 
Lead,  lead  me  to  my  friend. 

uirif.  O  unadvis'd ! 
Where  would  thy  rafhnefs  tempt  thee  !  Haft  thou 

not 
Deeeiv'd  my  father  ?    Know'ft  thou  not  that  thou 
Art  Megacles  ?  To  appear  before  the  king. 
Would  ruin  thee,  and  cannot  fave  thy  friend. 

Mega.  Yet  let  me  die  at  leaft  with  Lycidas. 

Igoing. 

Arif.  Hear  me.  Belie v'ft  thou  not  'tis  better  far 
That  I  fhould  fly  to  appeafe  my  angry  father  ? 

Mega.  I  durft  not  hope  fo  much. 

Arif.  Yes,  for  thy  fake 

At  leaft  ril  try. 

« 

1  Mega. 
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Mega.  O  generous  Ariflea  ! 
Grant  Heaven  that  virtuous  foul  may  long  refide 
In  thy  dear  form :  I  faid,  when  firft  I  faw  thee. 
Thou  wert  not  mortal — go,  my  love  ! 

Arif.  Enough  ; 
This  needs  not,  one  perfuafive  look  from  thee 
Binds  me  to  all  that  Megacles  can  alk. 

In  thee  I  bear  fo  dear  a  part, 

By  love  fo  firm  am  thine  ; 
That  each  affe6lion  of  thy  heart. 

By  fympathy  is  mine. 

When  thou  art  griev*d,  I  grieve  no  lefs. 

My  joys  by  thine  are  known  ; 
And  every  good  thou  would' il  poflefs. 

Becomes  in  wifh  my  own.  .     [Exit. 

SCENE    IV. 

Megacles,   Argene. 

Mega.  Ailift,  ye  mighty  Powers !   the  pitying 
goodnefs 

Of  Ariftea  ! Will  her  father  then 

Forego  his  indignation  !  Juftice  fure 

Too  llrongly  claims  the  offender's  punifhment : 

And  yet  paternal  love  may  conquer  all. 

But  fhould  it  fail O  Heaven  !  might  I  at  leafl 

Be  witnefs  to  their  converfe- -Argene 

At  diflance  I  will  follow. 
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jirg.  No,  forbear:  .r' 

Why  fhould  thy  care  for  him  diftrefs  thee  thus  ? 
Tliou   fee'fl   the  Gods   thernfelves  are   wearied 

grown, 
Then  leave  him  to  his  fate. 

Mega.  Ha  !  leave  my  friend  ! 
O  no,  fuch  bafenefs  never  fliall  be  mine  ! 

When  Heaven  afTum'd  a  pleafing  face, 

I  follow'd  him  in  fmiling  Ikies  :  ^ 

Then  let  me  ftill  his  footfleps  trace. 

Though  round  us  gathering  ftorms  arife. 

As  in  the  furnace  gold  refin'd, 

Cafts  every  drofs  impure  away  : 
So  in  adverfity  the  mind 

Of  conftant  friends  will  faith  difplay.    \Exit» 

SCENE    V. 

Argene  alone. 

Spite  of  myfelf  I  feel  compaflion  for  him  : , 
Fain  would  I  fhow  my  rage ;  I  know  full  well   " 
I  have  ample  caufe,  but  midft  my  anger  ftill 
My  threatning  lips  belie  my  trembling  heart. 
And  wilt  thou  Argene  confefs  this  weaknefs  ! 

It  fhall  not  be ungrateful  !  perjur'd  man  !   - 

I  here  detefl  my  pity,  never  more 

Will  I  behold  that  treacherous  face  !  'tis  now 

The  objedl  of  my  fcorn  ;  I  would  exult 

To 
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To  fee  him  punifli'd  :  fhould  he  fall  before  me 
Wounded  to  death,  I  would  not  fhed  a  tear. 

SCENE     VI. 

Enter  Amyntas. 

^?nyn.  Where  fhall  Amyntas  fly  ?  Ill-fated  day  ! 
O  Lycidas ! 

u^rg.  Is  then  the  traitor  dead  ! 

jimyn.  No,  but  he  foon  muft  diev 

Arg.  Believe  it  not, 
Amyntas :  many  with  the  wicked  join. 
And  hence  they  never  fail  of  help  at  need. 

Amyn.  Thou  art  deceived  :  there  is  no  more  to 
hope.  * 

The  laws  pronounce  his  death ;  the  people  mur- 
mur; 
The  priefts  exclaim  :  offended  majefty 
Demands  his  blood  :  the  criminal  is  nam'd 
A  vi6lim  to  complete  the  facrifice 
He  had  profan'd  :-  the  public  have  already 
Confirm'd  his  fentence  :  he  muft  be  llain 
On  Jove's  high  altar ;  there  the  offended  king 
Will  to  the  prieft  prefent  the  facred  axe. 

Arg.  Can  nought  reverfe  his  doom  ? 

Amyn.  What  can  reverfe  it  ? 
The  youth  already  is  enrob'd  with  white  : 

I  iaw 
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I  faw  him  crown' d  with  flowers — O  Heaven  ! — I 

faw  him 
Move  to  the  temple  :  now,  perhaps  even  now. 
He  is  arriv'd,  and  now, .  O  Argene, 
The  confecrated  fteel  may  drink  his  blood  ! 

Arg.  Alas  !  unhappy  prince  !  [weeps. 

Amyn.  Why  fhouldft  thou  weep 
When  tears  are  vain  ? 

Arg.  And  comes  not  Arillea  ? 

Amyn.  She  comes,  but  nothing  hasobtain'd; 
the  king 
Or  will  not  hear,  or  cannot  grant  her  fuit. 

Arg.  And  what  of  Megacles  ? 

Amyn.  Hsplefs  he's  fallen 
Upon  the  guards  that  sought  his  track  :  but  now 
I  heard  him  midft  his  chains  demand  to  die 
To  fave  his  friend  ;  and  were  himfelf  not  guilty 
He  had  obtain'd  his  wifh  ;  but  never  here  ' 

One  criminal  can  for  another  bleed. 

Arg.  At  leaft  he  has  procur'd  another  vidlim- 
That  may  and  .will  redeem  him  :  Generous  good- 

nefs  ! 
O  glorious  fortitude  !  Can  I  hear  this 
Without  a  blulh  !    Are  then  the  bonds  of  friend- 

fhip 
More  ftrong  than  thofe  of  love  ? My  foul  ii 

warm'd 
To  emulate  fuch  virtue  !  let  us  gain  ~ 

Our 
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.  Our  fhare  of  honour ;  while  the  world  endures. 
Let  my  misfortunes  be  admir'd  and  pitied. 
And  none  with  tearlefs  eyes  repeat  my  name. 

My  bofom  glows  with  unknown  fire, 
I  feel  the  God 'my  foul  infpire ; 

No  mortal  bounds  his  power  reftrain. 
Methinks  I  fee,  unmov'd  with  fear. 
Cords,  axes,  wheels,  and  fwords  appear, 

And  dreary  (hades  of  vidims  flain  !       [^Exif, 

SCENE    vir. 

Amyntas  alone. 

Fly  !  fave  thyfelf,  Amyntas  !  on  thefe  fhores 

All,  all  is  death  and  horror — yet,  O  Heaven  ! 

Where  fhall  I  go,  depriv'd  of  Lycidas  ? 

I  who  have  nurs'd  him  from  his  infant  years. 

Bred  him  from  birth  obfcure  to  regal  honours, . 

Shall  I  forfake  him  thus,  depart  without  him  ? 

No,  to  the  temple  I'll  again  return ; 

There  meet  the  fiiry  of  the  offended  king  :  '' 

Let  Lycidas  involve  me  in  his  fate. 

There  let  me  die  with  grief,  but  die  befide  him. 

Like  the  poor  wretch  by  tempefts  thrown 
To  fuffer  wreck  on  feas  unknown,, 
When  'midft  the  waves  he  pants  for  breath. 
And  ftruggles  with  furrounding  deatli : 

The 
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The  wreck  that  bore  him,  bears  no  more. 

The  ftars  are  loft  he  view'd  before ; 

Even  Hope  her  feat  no  longer  keeps, 

But  leaves-  him  helplefs  to  the  deeps.        [Exit. 

SCENE    VIII.      "'    " 

jiin  outjide  view  of  the  temple  of  Jupiter  Olympus, 
the  defcent  from  which  is  by  a  magnificent  flight 
of  Jieps.  An  open  place  before  the  temple,  with 
an  altar  burning  in  the  middle :  around  is  a  wood 
of  f acred  olive-trees,  from  which  the  crowns  art 
made  for  the  vidors  in  the  games. 

Clisthenes  defc ends  from  the  temple  preceded  by  a 
crowd  of  people  and  his  guards:  Lycidas  in  white 
veflments  crowned  with  flowers:  Alcander, 
Chorus  of  priefls,  fome  of  whom  carry  the  inflru- 
ments  of  facrifice. 

Chorus. 

Eternal  Power  !  in  Heaven  revered. 

Great  Sire  of  Gods  attend  ! 
Thy  vengeful  bolts,  by  mortals  fearM, 

Great  God  of  kings  fufpend  ! 

Part  Chorus. 
See  mighty  Jove  !  thy  wrath  to  afluagc, 

His  blood  thy  altar  ftain. 
Who  in  a  king,  witli  impious  rage 
Thy  image  durft  profane. 
tol.  I.  L  Chorus. 
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Chorus. 

Eternal  Power  !  in  Heaven  rever'd. 

Great  Sire  of  Gods  attend  ! 
'  Thy  vengeful  bolts,  by  mortals  fearM, 
Great  God  of  kings  fufpend. 

Part  Chorus. 

The  wretch  fhall  pafs  the  dreary  tide 

From  Lethe's  lilent  fhore  : 
With  him  fhall  all  our  fears  fublide  ; 

His  guilt  be  heard  no  more. 

r 

Chorus. 
Eternal  Power  !  in  Heaven  rever'd, 

Great  Sire  of  Gods  attend  ! 
Thy  vengeful  bolts,  by  mortals  fear'd. 

Great  God  of  kings  fufpend  ! 

Clif.  Ill-fated  youth  !  behold  thy  haplefs  days 
Draw  to  their  wretched  period  :  yet  may  Jove 
Punhh  me,  if  I  feel  not  fuch  compaffion, 
I  dare  not  look  on  thee  :  and  would  to  Heaven 
I  could  conceal  thy  crime  :  but  this,  my  fon. 
This  mufl  not  be.     I  am  guardian  of  the  throne. 
To  me  the  dignity  unftain'd  defcends  ; 
And  I  mull  render  it  unftain'd  to  him 
Who  fhall  fucceed  me,  or  mufl  vindicate 
The  rights  infring'd.     It  is  the  painful  duty 
Of  thofe  who  reign,  fometimes  to  curb  their  pity. 
1  But 
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But  if  thou  wifheft  aught,  except  thy  life. 

Speak  freely  thy  delire  ;  and  here  I  fwear 

To  fee  it  duly  anfwer'd  :  yes,  my  fon, 

Alk  what  thou  wilt,  and  clofe  thine  eyes  in  peace. 

Lye.  My  father,  for  thefe  words  are  from  a  fa- 
ther 
And  not  a  king  and  judge,  I  hope  not,  aik  not, 
Delire  not  pardon  ;  nor  would  even  receive  it. 
Fate  with  afflictions  has  fo  heap'd  my  days. 
That  life  not  death  I  fear.     My  only  wifh. 
Since  he  ftiy  lives,  is  to  behold  my  friend 
Before  I  die  :  this  final  grace  I  begj 
Let  me  embrace  him  once  and  die  contented. 

Cl'if.  Thy  fuit  is  granted.  Guards !  let  Megacles 
Be  brought  before  our  light. 

Ale.  You  weep,  nriy  lord  : 
What  new  compaflion  has  fo  far  deprefs'd 
Your  troubled  foul  ? 

CVif.  Alcander,  I  confefs  it. 
I  wonder  at  myfelf ;  his  looks,  his  voice 
Have  rais'd  a  ftrange  convulfion  in  my  frame. 
That  vibrates  through  my  nerves.     Midll  all  my 

thoughts 
I  feek,  but  feek  in  vain  to  find  the  caufe ; 
Ye  righteous  Gods  what  can  this  tumult  mean  ? 


J.  2  -Whence 
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Whence  can  thefe  tender  paffions  rife  ? 
This  warmth  that  through  my  bofom  flies. 

This  new,  but  pleafing  pain  ? 
Sure  pity  never  could  impart 
'"^'       Such  ftrong  emotions  to  the  heart. 

That  thrill  through  every  vein. 

SCENE    IX. 

Enter  Megacles,  guarded. 

Lye.  Come,  great  example  of  unfullied  friend- 
Ihip, 
Come,  moft  belov'd,  and  deareft  Megacles ! 

Mega.    Alas !  my  prince,  and  do  I  find  thee 

thus  ? 
Xytr.To  fee  thee  living  makes  me  blefs'd  in  death. 

Mega.  And  what  is  life  to  me  if  I'm  denied 
To  pay  it  for  thy  fafety  ?  Yet  thou  (halt  not 
Be  long  before  me  ;  no,  my  Lycidas, 
Together  fhall  our  friendly  manes  crofs 
The  difmal  ftream. 

Lye.  O  !  thou,  while  fate  permitted. 
The  dear  companion  of  my  joys  and  forrovvs  ! 
Yes,  we  muft  part :   fince  then  we've  reach'd  at 

length 
This  fatal  hour,  give  me  thy  faithful  hand 
And  hear  me  ;  'tis  my  prayer,  my  laft  command. 
Still  live,  I  charge  thee  live  ;  and  O  !  my  friend, 
3     .  Clofc 
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Clofe  with  thy  pitying  hand  my  dying  eyes : 
Sometimes  remember  me  :  return  to  Crete  : 
There  to  rny  father — moll  unhappy  father  ! 
All  unprepar'd  for  fuch  a  cruel  llroke. 
There  foften,  while  thou  teU'ft  the  bitter  tale  : 
Comfort,  aflifl  his  age  opprefs'd  with  grief, 

I  recommend  him  to  thee if  he  weep, 

Dry  up  his  tears,  and  if  he  alk  a  fon  ; 
Thou,  in  thyfelf,  to  him  a  fon  reftore. 

Mega.  Ah  ;  hold ^thy  words  diflradl  me  ! 

Ciy.  No,  Alcander, 
I  can  relift  no  longer :  mark  thofe  looks, 
Obferve  that  ftricft  embrace,  each  tender  figh, 
Thofe  laft  adieus  confus'd  with  frequent  tears  ! 
Unhappy  ftate  of  frail  mortality  ! 

^Ic.  My  lord,  the  hour  for  facrifice  is  paft. 

CUf.  'Tis  tme— — Ye  facred  minifters,  receive   ' 
The  viclim  to  your  charge,  and  you,  ye  guards. 
Divide  him  from  his  haplefs  friend. 

"    \_the  priejis  and  guards  part  them. 

Mega.  Barbarians ! 
O  I  from  my  breaft,  you  rend  my  bleeding  heart. 

Lye.  Alas  !  my  friend  ! 
Mega.  My  deareft  prince  ! 
Both.  Farewell ! 

[looking  on  each  other  at  a  dljlance. 

Chorus. 
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Chorus. 

Eternal  Power  !  in  Heaven  rever'd. 

Great  Sire  of  Gods  attend  ! 
Thy  vengeful  bolts,  by  mortals  fear'd. 

Great  God  of  kings  fufpend  ! 

[IVTiile  the  Chorus  is  Jung,  Lycidas  hneels  at 
the  altar  hy  the  fide  of  the  prieji.  The  king 
receives  the  confecrated  axe  from  one  of  the 
minijiers  of  the  temple  ;  and  as  he  is  prepar-  . 
ing  to  deliver  it  to  the  friefi,  the  foregoing 
chorus  is  fung  accompanied  with  fohmn 
mujic.~\ 

Clif.  O  Sire  of  Gods  and  men  !  Almighty  Jove  ! 
At  whofe  dread  nod,  earth,  fea  and  Heaven  are  . 

mov'd ! 
Thou,  with  whofe  power  the  univerfe  is  fill'd. 
Thou,  from  whofe  hand  depends  the  wondrous 

chain 
Of  caufes  and  events !  accept  this  vi6lim 
Now  facrific'd  to  thee  ;  and  may  it  wreft 
The  threatning  thunder  from  thy  awful  hand  ! 

\As  Clifthenes  is  about  to  deliver  the  axe  to  the 
prieji^  he  is  interrupted  hy  the  fudden  ap- 
pearance of  Argene.] 


SCENE 
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SCENE    X. . 

Enter  Argene. 

Arg.  Forbear,  O  king  !  Forbear  ye  holy  priefts ! 

Clif.  O  rafhnefs  unadvis'd  !    Thou  know'ft  not, 
nymph. 
What  rites  thou  haft  difturb'd. 

Arg.  I  rather  come 
To  make  them  more  acceptable  to  Jove ; 
I  bring  a  guiltlefs  voluntary  vidlim. 
One  who  has  fortitude  enough,  and  feeks 
To  die  for  this  offender. 

Clif.  Where's  the  vidlim  ? 

jirg.  In  me  behold  it. 

Mega.  Wondrous  proof  of  love  !  [afide. 

Lye.  O  my  confulion  !  [afide. 

ChJ.  Know  our  law  permits  not 
The  weaker  fex  to  fuffer  for  the  ftrong. 

Arg.  Yet  fure  the  wife  may  fuffer  for  her  huf- 
band  : 
For  thus  I've  heard  Alcefte  in  Theflalia 
Preferv'd  Admetus'  life  ;  and  well  I  know 
That  her  example  is  become  our  law. 

Clif.  What  art  thou  then  the  wife  of  Lycidas  ? 

Arg.  He  gjive  his  hand,  and  plighted  me  his 
faith. 

Clif. 
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'  cry.  Lycoris,    hearing  thee,    I've  more   than 
caught 
Thy  frenzy  :  can  a  kingdom's  heir  cfpoufe 
A  low-born  fhepherdefs  ? 

jirg.  I'm  not  Lycoris, 
Ndr  am  I  lowly  born- — -my  name  is  Argene. 
The  ancient  glory  of  my  noble  blood 
Is  known  in  Crete  ;  and  Lycidas  can  tell 
If  e'er  he  vow'd  me  love. 

CUf.  Speak,  Lycidas. 

Lye.  'T^s  furely  now  companion  to  be  falfe. 

[ajide.. 
Believe  her  not.  [to  Clifthenes. 

jirg.  Ha  !  canft  thou  then  deny  it  ? 
Turn  thee,  ingrate  !  if  me  thou  wilt  not  own. 
Yet  fee  thy  gifts  ;  behold  this  golden  chain. 
Which  I  from  thee  receiv'd  that  haplefs  day. 
When  thou  didft  fwear  to  take  me  for  thy  bride. 

Lye.  O  'tis  too  true  !  [afide, 

Arg.  Behold  him,  mighty  king, 

CliJ.  Guards !  take  her  from  our  prefence. 

Arg.  Hear,  my  friends ! 
Ye  facred  minifters !  Eternal  Gods ! 
If  any  Gods  are  prefent  at  thefe  rites. 
This  facrifice  unjuft,  before  ye  all 
I  here  proteft,  I  fwear  that  I  am  wife 
To  Lycidas,  and  I  will  die  for  him ; 

Nor 
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Nor  fhall  a  power — O  princefs  !  halle,  aflift  me, 
Tliy  father  hears  me  not.  [_fi^s  Ariflca. 

SCENE    XL 

T 

Enter  Aristea. 

j4rif.  Believe  me,  fir. 
She  well  deferves  your  pity.  \to  Clif. 

CUf.  Would  you  then  . 

Reduce  me  to  diflra^lion  like  yourfelves  ? 
Speak^  but  be  brief.  [to  Argenc. 

^rg.  Then  let  thefe  jewels  fpeak 
While  I  am  filent ;  do  the  nymphs  of  Elis     '^"'^  *^ 
Wear  ornaments  like  thefe  ? 

[^gives  the  chain  to  Clifthenes. 

ay.  What  do  I  fee  1  [dijiurbed. 

Tell  me,  Alcander,  know'ft  thou  not  this  chain  ? 

^k.  Know  it !    'Tis  what  adorn'd  thy  helplefs 
fon, 
When  to  the  waves  an  infant  I  expos'd  him. 

Clif.  Lycidas  ! — Heavens !  through  all  my  frame 
I  tremble  ! 

Rife,  Lycidas ^look  here fay,  is  it  true  ?  • 

Had  fhe  this  gift  from  thee  ? 

Lye.  And  yet  for  that 

She  muft  not  die our  promife  was  a  fecret— « 

It  never  had  efFe6l the  marriage  rites 

Were  never  folemniz'd. 

ay. 
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CTif.  I  alk  but  this. 
Was  this  thy  gift  ? 

Lye.  It  was. 

Cllf.  Say,  from  what  hand 
Didft  thou  receive  it  ? 

Lye.  From  Amyntas'  hand. 

Clif.  And  who  is  that  Amyntas  ? 

Lye.  One  to  whom 
My  father  gave  the  charge  to  form  my  youth. 

CliJ.  Where  is  he  now  ? 

Lye.  With  me  he  came  from  Crete, 
With  me  arriv'd  at  EHs. 

Clif.  Inftant  feek 
For  that  Amyntas. 

. .  Arg.  He  himfelf  is  here. 

i  SCENE    XII. 

'  Enter  Amyntas. 

Amyn.  O  Lycidas  !  [offers  to  embrace  him. 

CliJ.  Forbear  awhile,  and  anfwer, 
But  truly  anfwer,  whence  thou  hadil  this  chain. 

Amyn.  My  lord,  *twas  given  me  by  a  hand  un- 
known; 
Since  which  have  twenty-five  long  years  elaps'd. 

Clif.  But  where  was  this  ? 

Amyn»  Where  turbulent  Afopus 

Neat 
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Near  Corinth  pours  his  current  to  the  fea. 

Ale.  Sure  in  that  vifage  I  confefs  the  trace 
Of  features  feen  before  :  I  am  not  deceiv'd, 
'Tis  he  himfelf !    [afide.'] — O  mighty  king  !    I  am 
guilty,  [kneels. 

And  own  my  former  crime  :  yet  grant  me  pardon, 
And  I'll  difclofe  the  whole. 

Clif.  Rife  then,  and  fpeak.- 

Ale.  I  did  not,  as  thou  gav'ft  to  me  in  charge, 
Expofe  the  infant ;  vanquifh'd  by  my  pity, 
I  gave  him  to  this  llranger,  who  by  chance 
Appear' d  before  me,  hoping  he  might  bear 
The  haplefs  child  to  fome  far  dillant  fhore.  r 

Clif.  Where  is  that  child,  Amyntas  ?  What  bcr 
fell  him? 

Aniyn.  I Heaven !    What  myftery  mufl  I 

now  reveal ! 

Clif.  Ha  !  art  thou  pale  ?  Speak,  wretch,  what 
didft  thou  with  him  ?  .    j 

Add  not  by  filence  to  thy  former  guilt. 

Amyn.  Thou  haft  him  prefent — Lycidas  is  he. 

Clif.  How  !  Is  not  Lycidas  the  prince  of  Crete  ? 

Amyn.  That  prince  an  infant  died.    When  I  to 
Crete 
Again  return'd,  I  gave  the^fflided  king 
This  child  ;  and  to  fupply  the  fon  he  loft. 
By  my  advice  he  bred  him  for  his  heir. 

Clif, 
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CUf.  Gods  !  'tis  Philinthus,  'tis  my  fon,  my  fon  1 

[embracing  him, 
Arif.  Ye  powers  !    -  x  ^ 
I 'Lye.  Am  I  your  fon  !     ' . 

'  CUf.  Yes ;  thou  wert  born 
A  twin  with  Ariftea :  Delphos  bade  mc 
Expofe  thee,  when  an  infant,  to  the  fea, 
Threatning  in  thee  tlie  crime  of  parricide. 

,Ljc»  Now  I  perceive  what  caus'd  my  fecret 
horror, 
When  late  this  hand  was  rais'd  againft  your  life. 

CUf.  Now  well  I  underftand  the  ftrange  emotion 
I  felt  before  thy  prefence. 

jirnyn.  Happy  father  !  

Ale.  'Tis  yours  this  day  to  render  many  bleft. 

CJf.  Nor  do  I  purpofe  lefs.     My  fon  fhall  be 
The  fpoufe  of  Argene,  and  Megacles 

Of  Ariflea but  my  fon  Philinthus 

Is  criminal,  and  Hands  condemn'd  to  die. 

Mega.  No  more  he's  guilty  fince  he's  found 
.    your  fon. 

CUf  Has  then  my  blood  the  mighty  privilege 
Of  doing  wrong  unpunilh'd  ?  All  come  here 
To  fliew  their  fortitude ;  fhall  I  alone 
Give  proofs  of  weaknefs  ?  Never  fhall  the  world 
Thus  witnefs  to  my  fliame.     Ye  miniflers  1 
The  facred  fire  rekindle  on  the  altar ; 

Go, 
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Go,  die  my  fon  ! — I  fhall  not  long  furvive  thee. 

Amyn.  O  cruel  juftice  ! 

Ale.  O  inhuman  virtue  ! 

Mega.  My  lord,  forbear,  thou  canll  not  now 
condemn  him ; 
In  Sicyon,  not  Olympia,  art  thou  king : 
The  day  is  paft  in  which  thou  didft  prefide. 
The  criminal  muft  wait  the  public  fentence. 

Clif.  Then  hear  the  public  voice ;  let  that  de- 
cide, 
I  neither  alk  his  life,  nor  feck  to  fave  him. 

Chorus  of  Priests  and  People. 
The  fon,  though  guilty,  fhall  furvive 
Nor  by  his  punifhment  deprive 

Of  peace  a  guiltlefs  fire  : 
Let  not  fuch  horror  fiain  the  day, 
Or  unpropitious  grief  allay 

The  joys  our  rites  require. 


END  OP  THE  third  ACT. 
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H  Y   P  S   I   P  Y  L  E. 


PERSONS  OF  THE  DRAMA. 

Thoas^  King  of  Lemnos,  Father  of  Hypsipylk. 

Hypsipyle,  in  love  with,  and  betrothed  to  Jason. 

EuRYNOME,  a  widow  Princefs  of  the  royal  blood, 
mother  of  Learchus. 

Jason,  Prince  of  Thessaly,  in  love  with,  and 
betrothed  to  Hypsipyle  ;  General  of  the  Ar- 
gonauts in  the  expedition  to  CoiCHos. 

Rhodope,  Confidante  of  Hypsipyle,  in  love  with, 
but  deceived  by  Learchus. 

Learchus,  So'n  of  Eurynome,"  in  love  with,  but 
reje6ted  by  Hypsipyle. 

The  SCENE  lies  in  Lemnos. 


HYPSIPYLE. 

ACT    I.    SCENE    I. 

The  entrance  of  the  tejnple  of  Bacchus,  adorned 
with  fejloons  of  vine  leaves,  hanging  from  the 
arches,  and  wreathed  round  the  columns.  Various 
images  of  Satyrs  and  Silentts, 

Hypsipyle  ,  and  Rhodope,    crowned  with  vine 
■    leaves,  each  with  a  thyrfs  in  her  hand,    A  troojp 
'  of  bacchanals  at  a  dijlance. 

Hyp.  Hafte,  Rhodope,  in  pity  to  my  grief, 
Fly^  fave  my  father :  let  him  not  approach 
Thefe  fatal  fhores,  tell  him  what  danger  waits 
Jn  this  detefted  palace ;  open  all 
The  dire  confpiracy  of  female  malice. 

Rho.  And  yet  this  inftant  has  thy  tongue  pro- 
nounc'd 
The  dreadful  oath  to  take  thy  father's  life  ! 
Myfelf  beheld  thee  at  the  horrid  altar 
With  countenance  unmov*d — 

Hyp.  All,  all  was  feign*d 
To  blind  Eurynome  ;  thou  faw'ft  how  fierce 
She  breathed  her  impious  rage  from  breaft  to  breafl; 

VOL.  I,  M  Say, 
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Say,  who  can  flop  a  torrent's  headlong  courfe  ? 
When  every  one  befides  confefs'd  her  fury. 
Had  I  rcmain'd  fufpedled,  I  had  loft 
The  means  to  aflift  my  father.     Filial  duty 
Taught  me  to  wear  the  malk  of  fell  revenge  : 
But  while  my  lips  breath 'd  out  the  murderous  vovf. 
My  heart  invok'd  the  Gods  for  his  protedlion  ; 
And  even  my  feeming  boldnefs  fprung  from  fear. 

Rho,  Yet  think  not  me — 

Hyp.  If  thou  delay 'ft,  we  are  ruin'd — 
O  fly,  my  friend  !  .lofe  not  a  moment's  time  j 
Already  are  his  veftels  near  the  port — 
O  Heaven  !  whom  do  I  fee  ?  Eurynome  ! 

Rho,  What  threatening  vengeance  fparkles  in 
her  eyes ! 

Hjf.   Whifper  fome'  counfel  to  me,   gracious 
powers ! 

S  C  B  N  E    II. 

Enter  Eurynome,  with  a  train  of  women,  drejjed 
like  Bacchanals. 

Eury.  Princefs !  and  you  my  brave  companions, 
hear. 
The  faithlefs  Lemnians  from  the  Thracian  fhores. 
Once  more  regain  their  long-forfaken  home  : 
The  glorious  talk  is  ours  to  avenge  the  wrongs 
Of  our  negfedled  fex ;  the  ungrateful  traiitors 
At  length  return ;  but  diflant  from  our  foil, 

3  Thrice 
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Thrice  have  they  feen  fucceflive  han'-efts  rife. 
They  come,  but  with  them  bring  the  ill-omen'd 

fruits 
Of  their  detcfted  loves,  and  ftolen  embraces  :      < 
Even  in  our  light  they  bring  our  hated  rivals, 
With  features  painted  like  the  mountain  favagc. 
And  nurs'd  with  milk  of  bealls ;    and  thefe,  O 

fhame ! 
Shall  boaft  the  fpoils  of  your  affronted  beauty. 
Revenge  !  revenge  !  our  folemn  oath  is  given : 
All  mufl  confpire  to  aid  the  great  defign. 
The  night  will  to  defencelefs  lleep  confign 
The  offenders  fpent  with  toil ;  the  rites  of  Bacchus 
With  feflive  fhouts  will  drown  each  dying  groan. 
O  then  let  fathers,  brothers,  hufbands,  fons. 
Fall  imdiflinguifh'd  in  one  common  ruin ; 
A  great  example  of  vindi6tive  juflice, , 
To  warn  mankind  to  keep  their  plighted  faith. 

Hyp.  Yes,  fhe  who  harbours  pity  merits  death. 

Rho.  How  well  fhe  feigns  a  fury  !  [afJe. 

Hyp,  Rhodope, 
Depart  with  fpeed,  ,(thou  know'fl  what  I  would  fay) 
And  when  the  Lemnian  troops  fhall  gain  the  land, 
Repair  to  give  us  tidings. 

Eury.  Fruitlefs  caurion : 
Myfelf  beheld  the  fquadrons  leave  the  fhips. 

Hyp.  What  fays  Eurynome  ? 

Eury.  Even  now  I  faw  them. 
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Hyp.  O  let  me  ilop  my  father  !      [afi^e,  going. 
Eury.  Whither  go'ft  thou  ? 

Hyp.  To  meet  the  king,  and  with  a  forc'd  em- 
brace 
Conceal  my  hatred,  and  prevent  fufpicion.    • 

Eury.  'Tis  now  too  late — behold  where  Thoas 
comes. 

Hyp.  O  Heavens !  I  faint !  [afide. 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Thoas  attended. 

Tho.  [to  Hyp.]  Thou  deareft  of  my  cares !     ^ 
Come  to  thy  father's  breafl ;  remote  from  thee 
I  heavier  felt  the  weight  of  lengthen' d  years ; 
But  now,  my  daughter,  thou  art  prefent  with  me. 
My  age  feems  loft,  and  youth  again  revives. 

[embraces  her. 

Hyp.  O  my  torn  heart !  [^Jde. 

Tho.  What  mean,  Hypfipyle, 
Thofe  looks  of  fadnefs  ?  Is  it  coldly  thus 
A  daughter  meets  her  father  ? 

Hyp.  Ah  !  thou  know'ft  not —  [afide. 

My  lord ! — 

Eury.  Take  heed,  Hypfipyle. 

[afide  to  Hypfipyle. 

Hyp.  0  torture  !  [afide. 

Eury. 
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Eury,  Her-weaknefs  will  betray  me.         [afide. 

Tho.  Is  my  ppefence 
Become  fo  hateful  to  thee  ? 

Hyp.  Ah  !  my  father  ! 
Thou  little  know'ft  my  thoughts  ! 

[Eurynome  threatens  Hypfipyle,  to  prevent 
her  /peaking, 

Tho.  Speak, 

Hyf.  Heavens  !  I  cannot. 

Tho.  Speak,  daughter,  if  thy  heart  averfe  dif- 
claim 
The  deftin'd  nuptials  with  Theflalia's  prince. 
Whom  every  moment  we  expedl — 

Hyp.  O  fir ! 
From  the  firfl  inllant  I  beheld,  I  lov'd  him. 

Tho.  Perchance,  accuftom'd  in  my  (lead  to  reign, 
Thou  fear'ft  that  my  return  muft  end  thy  power ; 
Thou  art  deceivM  ;  I  am  no  longer  here 
A  fovereign  or  a  king.    Abfolve,  condemn  ; 
Rewards  and  punifhments  are  in  thy  hand ; 
I  alk  no  further,  dear  Hypfipyle, 
Than  here  to  live  with  thee,  and  die  befide  thee. 

\enibraces  her. 

Hyp.  No  more,  my  father  ! — 

[weeps  and  kijfes  his  hand. 

Tho.  Whence  thefe  gufhing  tears  ? 

Ejiry.  The  foft  effufions  of  too  fudden  joy.  • 


Th 


a. 
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Tho,  Excefs  of  joy,  through  quick  furprife. 

Oft  bids  the  tears  o'erflow ; 
But  fure  fome  paffion  fills  thine  eyes      . 

With  drops  that  fpring  from  woe.  "■'-  ■   ■/ 

Few  can  deceive,  with  fhews  of  art, 

A  father's  watchful  care  ; 
Whofe  light  explores  a  daughter's  heart. 

And  reads  her  forrows  there.  [Exh, 

5  C  E  N  E    IV. 

Hypsipyle,  Eurynome,   Rhodope,  Bacfhangls, 

Eury.  Hypfipyle. 

^^,  What  would'fl  thou  ? 

Eury.  If  thy  nature 
Refufe  to  lift  thy  weapon  againft  Thoas, 
Relign  the  talk  to  us. 

Hyp.  Why  dofl  thou  feek 
To  rob  me  of  the  deed  my  arm  afpires  to  ? 
Think  better  of  my  faith. 

Eury.  'Tis  boldly  promis'd  : 
Thou  bid'ft  me  truft  thee,  yet  but  now  I  faw 
.  When  in  a  father's  light  thy  looks  grew  pale. 

Hyp.  Even  from  the  hardy  warrior's  cheek. 

Oft-times  the  colour  flies ; 
When  firll  the  trumpet's  clangors  fpeak. 

And  bid  the  battle  rife. 

Yet 
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Yet  fcoms  his  foul,  with  brave  difdain. 

Ignoble  doubts  to  hear ; 
Though  on  his  face  awhile  remain 

The  tranfient  marks  of  fear.  [^Exh. 

SCENE     V. 

EuRYNOME,  Rhodope,  Bacchanals, 

Eury.  See,  Rhodope,  already  day  declines : 
We  mufl  delay  no  longer :  fome  few  moments 
Shall  give  th'  expected  fignal — but  methinks 
Thou  look'ft  difturb'd. 

Rho.  The  reverend  age  of  Thoas 
Excites  my  pity ;  and  in  him  I  flill 
Refpe6l  the  name  and  perfon  of  a  king. 

Eury.  He  is  our  greatell  foe  :  in  cruel  exik 
By  him  Learchus  died ;  and  Rhodope 
Might  better  fure  remember  both  our  wrongs ; 
In  him  I  loft  a  fon,  and  thou  a  lover. 

Rho.  His  crimes  but  well  deferv'd  his  punifli- 
ment : 
For  me  he-feign'd  a  paffion,  while  he  fought 
With  impious  love  to' force  Hypfipyle. 

Eury.  I  fee  full  well  thou  feek'ft  with  vain  cx- 
cufes 
To  hide  thy  weaknefs. 

Rho.  I'm  a  woman  ftill. 

Eury.  Then  as  a  woman  burft  thy  flavifh  bonds. 

And  vindicate  thy  fex  on  perjur'd  man. 

^ '  ^  Tis 


l68  HYPSIPYLE- « ■'     '  [act  I. 

Tis  falfely  faid  that  woman-kind, 
As  by  the  laws  of  Heaven  defign'd, 
.  To  gentle  paffions  ilill  confin'd, 

With  love  alone  the  heart  control. 
*Tis  ours  alike,  when  vengeance  warms. 
To  mi^  in  battle's  ftern  alarms. 
With  beauty's  or  with  valour's  arms. 
To  allure  or  terrify  the  foul. 

[Exit  with  Bacchanals. 


S  C  E  N  E    VI. 

Enter  Learchus. 

Rho.  [to  her/elf.']  Why  feem  the  Gods  regard- 
lefs  of  mankind ! 
Is  there  no  pitying  power  that  will  prote6t 
This  wretched  land  ?  O  mofl  detefted  night ! 
O  horror  ! — ^Ha  !  what  do  I  fee  !  Learchus  ! 

Lear.  Silence,  dear  Rhodope,  betray  me  not. 

Lear.  I  fpread  the  rumour  to  deceive  the  king. 

Rho.  What  brings  thee  unadvis'd  to  perilh  here? 
Fly,  fly,  Learchus ! 

Lear.  Let  me  yet  a  moment 
Breathe  out  my  faithful  vows. 

Rho.  Learchus,  no. 
Too  late  thou  would'ft  betray  my  cafy  faith  : 
Tis  jealoufy  that  brings  thee  back  to  Lemnos, 

Haft 
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Haft  thou  not  heard  Hypfipyle  muft  wed 
The  prince  of  Theftaly  ?  Thou  haft,  and  now 
Thy  treacherous  mind  revolves  fome  black  deligh. 

hear.  Believe  me  not  fo  guilty — 

Rho.  Hence  I  no  more  : 
Fly,  fave  thyfelf :  to-morrow's  fatal  dawn 
Shall  here  behold  the  race  of  man  extin6l. 
The' vengeful  daughters  of  our  Ifle  have  fworn 
To  wreak  their  rage  on  the  devoted  fex : 
This  is  the  hour  of  flaughter. 

Lear.  Canft  thou  hope 
That  I'm  fo  weak  ?  Invent  fome  better  fi6lion 
Tx)  terrify  Learchus. 

^lio.  Yet  believe  me ; 
O  fly  !  thou  art  loft,  if  thou  contemn'ft  my  pitr. 

Lear.  Forgive  me  if  I  muft  fufpe6l  thy  pity. 
Thou  think'ft  I  have  betray'd  thee,  canft  thou  then 
So  warmly  prize  the  fafety  of  a  foe  ? 
Ko,  Rhodope,  that  virtue  ill  we  credit 
Which  foars  above  the  weaknefs  of  mankind. 

Rho.  Each  thinks  another's  paflions  ftill 
Are  by  his  own  expreft ; 
•  .      And  thus  confounds  the  -good  or  ill, 
In  every  other  breaft. 

\i  thou  canft  fcarcely  now  conceive 

That  pity  dwells  in  mine. 
With  equal  pain  muft  I  believe 

That  treafon  dwells  in  thine.  \Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    VII. 

Xeaechus  a/one. 

No 1  defpife  a  woman's  foolifh  threats  : 

Befall  what  will  we  muft  difturb  the  nuptials 
Of  the  too  happy  Jafon.    Near  the  fhore 
A  defperate  band,  inur'd  to  live  on  fpoil. 
And  long  the  terror  of  the  failor-train. 
Attend  my  nod.     I  know  each  avenue 
And  quarter  of  the  palace  ;  here  awhile 
I'll  lurk  conceal'd,  and  a6l  as  time  demands. 
Let  thofe  who  but  begin  to  plunge  in  guilt. 
Shrink  at  the  danger ;  I've  already  pafs'd 
So  far  from  crime  to  crime,  'twere  fruitlefs  now 
To  Itop  my  mid  career  with  late  remorfe. 

Who  ne'er  has  left  the  flying  fhore. 

When  firft  he  fails  the  ocean  o'er, 

Thinks  every  liar  with  fate  combin'd. 

And  dreads  a  ftorm  in  every  wind. 

With  trembling  heart  each  found  he  hears  i 

But  cuftom  foon  difpels  his  fears ; 

Then  to  the  billows'  roar  he  ileeps, 

Or  carel^fs  lings  amid  the  deeps.  [Exifr 


SCENE 
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SCENE    VIII.    ,;,o,,^^ 

Pari  of  the  garden  hehtiging-  to  the  palace,  with 
fountains  on  each  Jide,  and  a  view  of  a  grove 
facred  toT>iKYiX.     Time,  night. 

Hypsipyi-e,  Thoas,  Leabchus   concealed  in  the 

Hyp.  At  length  thou  art  fafe,  my  father :  here 
unfeen 
In  Dian*s  facred  grove,  till  my  return 
Amid  thefe  fhades  remain. 

,  Tho.  Are  thefe,  my  daughter. 
Thy  Jafon's,  nuptials !  this  our  tender  meeting ! 

Hyp.  Ah  !  lir  !  conceal  yourfelf :  the  time  ad- 
mits not 
Of  vain  complaints. 

Tho.  O  Heaven  !  muft  thou  return, 
Expos'd  to  all  the  rage  of  female  malice  ? 

[Learchus  advances  aiid  lijiens  unfeen. 

Hyp.  By  this  alone  I  can  fecure  our  fafety : 
My  prefence  muft  confirm  what  I've  invented, 
That  all  may  deem  thee  dead. 

Tho.  How  canft  thou  hope 
To  blind  Eurynome  ? 

Hyp.  A  Lemnian  flain 
Wrapp'd  in  thy  regal  veft,  fhall  cheat  the  eye  ; 
O'er  him  I'll  mourn,  and  feem  to  weep  my  father. 

Tho, 
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Tho,  I  doubt  thy  pious  fraud " 

Hyp.  O  no  !  in  Heaven 
There  ftill  are  Gods  that  watch  the  hfe  of  kings. 
And  aid  the  jufl  defigns  of  innocence. 

Tho.  There  is  no  friendly  power  for  us — 

Hyp,  If  all 
Confpire  againft  us,  and  vindi6live  rage 
Should  for  thy  blood  preferv'd  demand  my  own. 
Flow  deep  the  vital  ftream ;  at  leafl  thcfe  eyes 
Shall  ne'er  behold  thy  death  :  the  world  Ihall  know 
That  midft  my  fex's  univerfal  guilt, 
I  ftill  purfued  the  unerring  path  of  virtue, 
Nor  e'er  forgot  a  daughter's  facred  ties.        \Exit, 

S  C  E  N  E    IX. 

Thoas  alone. 

Heroic  maid  !  Fate,  I  forgive  thee  all ; 
Thou  mad'ft  me  father  to  Hypftpyle, 
And  every  fufFering's  light :  take,  take  my  throne. 
Deprive  me  next  of  life,  but  cherifli  fiill 
Such  fentiments  to  infpire  my.  daughter's  breaft. 
And,  pitying  Gods !  I'll  thank  you  for  your  bounty. 

My  foul,  indulging  in  the  thought. 

With  tender  blifs  mns  o'er ; 
Her  words  to  me  that  peace  have  brought. 

My  breaft  had  loft  before. 

Defpis'd 
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Defpis'd  alike  be  every  ill 

Which  mortals  can  fullain. 
One  moment's  joy  which  now  I  feel. 

Is  worth  an  age  of  pain. 

[re fires  into  the  grove. 

SCENE    X. 

Learchus,  Thoas  aj[>art. 

Lear.  What  have  I  heard  ?  Did  Rhodope  in- 
deed 
Declare  the  truth  ? — How  if  Hypfipyle 
Returning  here  fhould  take  me  for  her  father  ?  ' 
O  fair  device  ! — ^then  might  I  feize  the  princefs. 

Deceive  and  force  her ha  !  it  fhall  be  fo  : 

But  hold — no  matter — doubtlefs  love  infpires 

The  happy  fraud  : — be  bold  my  heart what, 

Thoas  !  [approaches  to  the  grove. 

Where  can  he  lie  conceal'd  ? 

Tho.  A  voice  unknown 
Repeats  my  name  !  What  means  it  ? 

Lear.  Wretched  daughter ! 
Whom  now  thy  father  undefigning  kills. 

Tho.  What  haft  thou  faid  ?  for  whom  doft  thou 
lament  ?  ^- 

Who  art  thou  ?  fpeak.  ''^ 

Lear.  Unlefs  I  find  the  king, 
Hyplipyle  is  loft.  ^•■"'  ''"' 

Tho. 
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Tho.  Ha!  loft!  Say,' wherefore  ? 
Behold  me  here.  [coming  out, 

Lear.  Thanks  to  the  mighty  Gods ! 
But  fly,  my  lord  !  fly  from  this  impious  place  : 
In  Lemnos  'tis  fufpedled  you're  conceal'd. 
Soon  will  the  vengeful  female  bands  appear ; 
And  fhould  your  prefence  verify  fufpicion. 
Your  daughter  for  her  piety  mufl:  fufter. 

Tho.  At  leafl:  I'll  flay  and  die  in  her  defence. 

Lear.  Ah  !  if  thou  truly  lov'fl:  her,  rather  fly ; 
Thy  flight  alone  can  fave  her. 

Tho.  Tell  me,  friend. 
To  whom  I  ftand  indebted  for  this  kindnefs. 

Lear.  Thou  know'fl;  nie  Wlt^I  am— but  b^c, 
depart;'  ■   ~^:-A    ■^-    *  ^r--  '•?   y/'[ 

For  look,  already  through  the  parting  boughs, 
I  fee  the  mingled  gleam  of  rebel  arms. 

Tho.   When  will  ye  ceafe  your  malice,  cruel 
fl:ars !  -         [Exit. 

S  C  E  N  E    XI. 

Learchus  alone. 

Heaven  profper^  to  my  wifh  the  wiles  of  love  : 
Ye  timorous  lovers,  learn  from  me  to  mix 
Boldnefs  and  ftratagem — to  feize — ^to  ravifh — 
All  means  are  glorious.    Be  the-conquefl:  ours. 
And  whether  wit  or  fortune  give  the  prize. 
Alike  the  vidlor  merits  his  reward. 

Each 
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^  ...    '  V 

Each  lover  that  would  win  the  fair. 
May  with  the  warrior  well  compare. 
For  whether  fame  or  beauty  charms. 
Alike  the  fchool  of  love  and  arms. 
The  lover  ufes  fraud  and  lies ; 
Infidious  arts  the  warrior  tries  ; 
And  both,  when  victory  they  gain. 
Forget  their  former  toil  and  pain. 

[retires  into  the  grove, 

SCENE    XII. 

A  hall  illuminated,  with  an  image  of  Revenge  in 

the  middle. 

Hypsipyle,  Rhodope.  ' 

Hyf.  Yet  hear  me (hun  me  not. 

Rho.  How  fhall  I  ftay  ?  ^'^^    ^ 

My  foul  is  chill'd  with  terror Can  I  view 

A  cruel  daughter  who  has  dar'd  to  fleep 
Her  impious  weapon  in  a  father's  blood  ? 
Leave  me 

Hyj^.  Suppofe  thou  art  deceiv'd  ?  ^ 

Rho.  Deceiv'd  ? 
Shall  I  not  then  believe  thefe  eyes  that  faw 
The  murder'd  monarch  in  his  regal  palace  ? 
I  faw,  and  tremble  yet  with  fear  and  horror. 

•  Hyp 
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Hyp.  O  no,  my  friend,  in  him  who  fecm'd  hke 
Thoas, 
Thou  faw'ft — but  hark — fome  one  approaches — go. 
Attend  me  at  Diana's  facred  grove  : 
There  fhalt  thou  know  the  whole,  and  further 

may'fl 
Ailift  me  with  thy  friendfhip. 

SCENE    XIII. 

Enter  Eurynome. 

Eury.  One  amongft  us 
Betrays  her  faith. 

Hyp.  And  whence  is  this  alarm  ? 

Eury.  One  of  our  tyrants  yet  furvives,  even  now 
He  was  furpris'd  within  the  narrow  pafs 
That  leads  into  the  palace.      _  '       ""    . 

Hyp.  Heavens  !   I  tremble 

My  father  fure [afide. 

Rho.  Perhaps  it  is  Learchus.  \aftde. 

Hyp.  Could'ft  thou  difcern  his  perfon  ? 

Rho.  Has  his  name 
Yet  reach'd  thy  ears  ? 

Eury.  By  favour  of  the  (hade 
He  fcap'd  our  knowledge  ;  but  in  armour  fheath'd 
Againil  our  force  he  made  a  bold  defence. 

Rho.  Is  he  then  taken  ? 

Hyp. 
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Hyp.  Is:;hc  vanquifh'd  ? 

Eury.  Noi"^  '-    •• 
But  foon  l:he  female  fquadrons  mull  o'erpower 
His  lingle  arm.  •  ' 

Rho.  O  ill-advis  d  Learchus  1  .  ^'     xaltde*. 

.'■'.'  I  .  :  '  ?   ;bVotto1t  1  '»-/      ^ 

/^^.  Ah  !  wretched  fat/i^r.[,,^,.^  ^^^^  ^^     [^/^^. 

.o'.'fft  rill/,  :^...  i 
S  C.E,N,^,,;,XIV,.       -^  .^,u 

.  ,.t.':,.       ■.•;-».,.,,.,;-„,  ,;■.    •,..  '-;* 

Enter  Jaso^  'iJbith  Ms  /word  arawrij  purfuing  fome 


.•'u;.:. 


Amazons. 


J^^  [w/V/^m.J'  'Tis  in  vain  ye  hope 
To  elude  my  juft  revenge,  while  thus 


l_/ees  Hypfipyle  as  he  is  about  to  attack  her, 

Eury.  Rho.  O  Heaven]. -r     ,  , 

Jaf.  My  love!  ,     '  ,  ,r  ^ 

.  .     .-■;q-(H  lai^-un  -i:  a  /  I  no  4   ..  . - 
/^/>.  Ah  prince!    '         ,        .  ,.r>        - 

Jaf.  Is  this  the  Lemnian  palace  ) 
Or  thefe  the  inhofpitable  Lybian  fhores  ? 

Hyp.   Ah  1    my  lov'd  prince !    what  God  had 
fav'd  your  life  ? 

Jaf.  I  came  to  celebrate  the  rites  of  Hymen> 
But  found  myfelf  befet  with  hoftile  arms* 

Hyp.  Thou  fhould'ft  ere  this  have  fent  to  give 
us  notice  ^  ^^-.^ 

Of  thy  arrival. 

Jaf.  No ;  I  hop'd  to  increafe 

VOL.1.  N  Thy 
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Thy  rapture  by  this  unexpected  meeting. 
For  this  I  left  my  followers  in  the  vefTel, 
And  tow'rds  the  palace  took  my  purpos'd  way  ? 
When  fudden  by  an  armed  troop  aflail'd, 
I  drew  my  fword  ;  and  foon  the  afTailants  fled. 
Enrag*d  I  follow'd  ;  but  when  now  I  thought 
^o  o'ertake  and  punifh  the  perfidious  band^ 
I  met  with  thee^ 

Hyp.  Go,  Rhodope,  command 
That  all  forbear  the  prince  of  Theflaly ; 
His  life  be  facred  ;  for  our  vow  extends 
To  Lemnians  only.  [Exh  Rhodopc^ 

-  '  •  SCENE    XV. 

Hypsipyle,  Eurynome,  Jason. 

'    Jaf.  Vow  !  what  means  Hypfipyle  ? 

Eury.  The  ungratefiil  fex  have  fallen  a  facrifice 
To  woman's  jufl  revenge  :  there  lives  not  now 
A  Angle  man  in  Lemnos. 

Jq/l  Heavens !  what  force 
Suffic'd  to  perpetrate  this  hoirid  purpofe  ? 

Ilyp.  Night  and  fatigue  betray'd  the  unthink- 
ing vidlims ; 
Some,  while  they  yielded  to  a  falfe  embrace, 
Expos'd  their  bofoms  tb  the  vengeftd  fword  : 
Some  quafF'd  fallacious  death  in  poifon'd  bowls : 
Some  breath'd  their  laft  in  ileep  ;  a  thoufand  forma 

Conceal' d 
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Conceal'd  the  treafon  with  the  mafk  of  friendfhip. 

Jaf,  My  blood  is  chill'd  with  horror — but  the 
king 

Hyp.He  too  expir'd  amidft  the  general  flaughter: 
Should  I  fpeak  truth  I  muft  expofe  my  father. 

[ajide, 
Jaf.    Are  thefe  the  regions  where  the  Furies 
dwell  ? 
Come,  dear  Hypfipyle,  retire  with  me, 

\tahes  her  hand. 
To  breathe  in  other  climes  an  air  lefs  cruel. 
Where  happier  omens  may  attend  our  loves ; 
Nor  fhall  the  death  of  this  iU-fated  king 
Remain  unpunifh'd  :  witnefs  all  ye  powers  ! 
rfwear  full  vengeance  for  the  horrid  deed. 

Eury.  The  offender's  name  Ihall  calm  thy  ut- 
mofl  rage. 

Jaf.  O  never  !  never  ! 

Eury.  She's  fo  dear  to  Jafon, 
Thou  wilt  at  once  forgive  and  pity  her. 

Jaf  No  charm  fhall  flay  my  wrath,  whoe'er  k> 
guilty —    - 
So  may  kind  love  preferve  the  pure  affedlions 
Of  her  to  whom  are  all  my  thoughts  devoted. 

Eury.  By  her  was  Thoas  flain. 

Jaf.  By  whom  ? 

Eury.  Hypfipyle, 

Thy  wife. 

N  3  /^, 


ji80  HYPSIPYLE.  [act  I. 

Hyp.  O  Heaven  !  \afide. 

Jaf.  Speak,  fpeak,  my  life,  defend 
Thy  glory  from  the  dreadful  imputation  : 
Can. this  be  true  ? 

Hyp,  O  cruel  fate  !   [afide.'] — Even  fo. 

\jo  him,  after  having  looked  at  Eurynome. 

Say 'ft  thou  !  \let5  go  her  hand. 

Hyp.  I  muft  endure  it.  -  ^^-'"^''^       [afide. 

Jaf.  Do  I  dream  !' 
Or  is  it  frenzy  all !  What  voice  was  that 
Struck  through  my  heart !  Was  that  Hypfipyle  ! 
Did  Jafon  hear ! 

Eury.  Now,  prince,  complete  thy  vow  ; 
Now,  if  thou  wilt,  revenge  the  flaughter'd  Thoas. 

Jaf..  Are  there  fuch  favage  minds  ! 

Hyp.  My  lord,  my  Jafon, 
Condemn  not  yet  thy  wife. 

Jaf.  Hence  from  my  fight ! 
My  wife  !  am  I  thy  love  !  who  now  (hall  prefs 
.  That  hand  ftill  recking  with  a  father's  murder  ?  . 
Ffeem  already  to  partake  thy  guilt 
While  here  with  thee  I  breathe  one  common  air. 
And  niy  heart  fliudders  as  I  now  behold  thee. 

[going,  he  fops  at  the  entrance  of  the  fcenc,  and 
continues  looking  attentively  at  Hypfipyle. 

Hyp.  How  much,  my  father,  to  infure  thy  fafety 
Thy  daughter  fuffers  L  [afide. 

Jaf 
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Jaf.  Who  fhall  henceforth  fay 
The  looks  refle6l  the  image  of  the  mind  ? 
Let  them  contemplate  yonder  form,  and  learn 
How  vice  can  lurk  beneath  the  malk  of  goodnefs 

Hyp.  Why  doft  thou  thus  in  filence  gaze  upon 
me  ? 

Jaf.  I  feek  through  all  that  lovely  face 
Some  marks  of  cruelty  to  trace ; 

No  cruelty  I  find  :  I     ^ 

So  deep  from  every  fearching  eye. 
Can  dire  revenge  and  fury  lie  f 

Conceal'd  within  the  mind.  \Exlt, 

SCENE    XVI. 

Hypsipyle,  Eurynome. 

Hy^.  Hear'ft  thou  ? O  Heaven  ! 

Rury.  Sigh  not,  Hypfipyle  : 
Thou  lofeft  thus  the  glory  of  the  deed  ; 
And  tliefe  weak  figns  of  womanifh  repentance, 
Difgrace  the  former  courage  thou  haft  fhown. 

\Exit. 
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SCENE    XVII. 

Hypsipyle  alone. 

0  let  me  hafte,  and  from  my  lover's  mind 
Remove  an  error  fatal  to  my  fame. 

No ^firfl  a  father's  danger  claims  my  care, 

Let  him  be  fafe  and  then ^but  ah  !  meantime 

.  Jafon  forfakes  me  ! ^Yet  Hypfipyle 

Shall  firft  preferve  the  rights  of  filial  duty. 
And  thofe  preferv'd,  the  reft  be  left  to  Heaven  ! 

1  feel  thy  power,  unpitying  love  ! 
Thy  hopes  and  fears  too  ftrongly  move 

A  heart  with  every  pain  diflrefs'd  : 

Yet  ah  !  forbear this  fatal  hour 

Muft  love  and  duty  rend  no  more 

With  ftruggling  pangs  a  daughter's  bread ; 

[Exit. 
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Part  of  the  garden  belonging  to  the  palace j  with 
fountains  on  eachjide,  and  in  the  middh  a  grove 
facred  to  Diakta.     Time^  night, 

!EuRYNOME,  Learchus  conceoled  in  the  grove, 

Eury.  In  every  part  methinks  thefe  eyes  behold 
Some  dreadful  obje6ls  that  augment  my  fury. 
Ye  lonely  horrors  of  the  ijlent  night, 
Raife  no  remorfe  to  terrify  my  foul  I 
Say  rather  that  my  fon's  unhappy  Ihade 
No  longer  roves  without  a  wifh'd  revenge  s 
Say  that  no  more  he  lighs  in  vain  to  crofs 
The  dire  Lethean  flood ;  and  that  his  peace 
Js  cheaply  purchas'd  by  his  mother's  crime. 

Lear,  If  is  Hyplipyle — be  bold  Learchus. 

[comes  out  of  the  grove, 

Eury,  Some  one  approaches !  Heavens !  what 
can  it  be  ? 

Lear.  Thou  deareil !— ^  [takes  her  hand, 

Eury.  Say,  what  art  thou  ?  Whence  that  voice  ? 
Lear.  Ha  !  I'm  deceiv'd  !  [retires. 

Eury.  Ye  powers !  what  chilling  fear 
Jluns  through  my  veins !  Methought  I  heard  the 
voice 

Of 
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Of  my  Learchus — where  art  thou,  my  fon  ! 
Ah  1  do  not  hide  thee  from  a  mother's  fight : 
O  !  fpeak  and  tell  me  why  thou  art  retum'd  : 
What  would'ft  thou  ?  Wherefore  doft  thou  hover 
round  me  ?  ^/Y 

Unhappy  fhade  of  him  I  mourn, 

Dear  fon,  no  longer  mine  ; 
If  vengeance  prompt  thee  to  return,     /p-5* 

Knovv  'tis  already  thine. 

What  vi6lim  can  appeafe  the  dead, 
What  peace  canll  thou  obtain. 

If  all  the  blood  this  hand  has  fhed. 
Was  fhed  for  thee  in  vain  ? 

'  \walks  about  in  great  agitation,. 

SCENE    IL 

Enter  Hypsipyle  in  hajie. 

Hyp.  Sure  Rhodope  has  reach'd  this  place  be- 
fore me ; 
But  hark  !    Ihe's  here :    fly  fwift,  my  friend,  to 
Jafon, 
[nieeting  Eurynome,  Jhe  takes  her  for  Rhodope. 
Tell  him  the  king  yet  lives,  and  that  this  hour  • 
Shall  fee  us  both  together  at  the  port-: 
Yet  flay  awhile,  for  Jafon  with  his  friends 
Perhaps  may  meet  us,  and  fecure  our  flight. 

[goes  towards  the  grove. 
Eury^ 
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jEwrv.  [/o  herfe}f?\  What  fecret  treafon  here  ha^ 
chance  difcoverd  1 
Now  well  I  know,  my  Ibn,  why  round  me  hov^s 
Thy  plaintive  ghoft  ;  and  have  I  then  in  vain      jf  ' 
Been  plung'd  in  guilt  ?  And  muft  the  tyrant  live  ? 

0  no nor  fhall  it  e'er  be  faid  I've  lolL  -,  , 

The  fruit  of  all  my  crimes,  a  great  revenge. 

\_goes  out  in  a  rage, 

SCENE    III. 

Hypsipyle,  Learchus  apart. 

Hyp.  This  is  the  facred  grove  where  lies  coiir 
ccal'd  ■   T 

My  dearefl  father.     At  my  firft  arrival. 
The  {hade,  my  terror,  and  impatient  duty, 
Perplex'd  my  trembling  fteps  ;  but  now  full  well 

1  know  the  place My  lord  !  my  father  !  hafte. 

Lear.  Sure  'tis  the  voice  of  her  I  love — < — be 

bold' \_co}n'mg  oUt  of  the  grove. 

P  Heaven  !    my  heart  beats  quick  as  I  approach 
her. 

H^'p.  Come  near — where  art  thou  ?— Yet  I  hear 
thy  ileps, 

But  cannot  find  thee 'midfl  this  dreary  gloom 

Perhaps O  no,  thou  art  here,   \tales  his  hand. 

Lear.  Aflifl  me.  Love  !  \aftde. 

Hyp.  Thou  trembleft,  O  my  father  !  fear  not ; , 
Tafon 

Will 
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Will  make  our  flight  fecure  :  for  even  but  now 
He  reach'd  the  port  of  Lemnos. 

hear.  Fatal  chance  ! 
What  do  I  hear  ?  \ajide. 

•    Hyp,  Already  from  afar 
I  fee  the  blaze  of  torches. 

Lear.  Then  I'm  loft.  [afide. 

Hypf  And  now,  piethinks,  I  hear  my  Jafon'a 
'  voice.  • 

Lear.  Let  me  again  retire.  \rePurus  to  the  grove. 

Hyp.  But  whither  go'ft  thou  ? 

Why  doft  thou  fly,  my  lord  ? Alas !  how  far 

Misfortunes  can  unnerve  the  firmeft  foul ! 

SCENE    IV. 

Snter  Eurynome  with  Bacchatials  and  Amazons 
with  arms  and  lighted  torches. 

Eury.  Companions,  compafs  rou^d  the  wood, 
and  flop 
Each  outlet  of  the  garden. 

Hyp.  Wretched  Thoas, 
Thy  fear  was  fure  prophetic.  [afide^ 

Eury.  Thou  art  difcover'd  ; 
Say  where  thy  father  lurks.  [/o  Hypfipyle. 

Hyp.  Aflift  me,  Gods  !  [afide, 

Doft  thou  require  the  dead } 

.;  ,,  6  Eury, 
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Enry.  'Tis  now  too  late 
For  this  dillimulation  :  thou  wert  heard 
To  call  his  name,  and  hold  a  converfe  with  him. ' 

Hyp.  O  !    'tis  too  true his  mournful  image 

ever 
Appears  before  my  fight ;  where'er  I  go 
Purfues  my  trembling  fteps  ;  calls  me  ungrateful  j. 
Reproaches  me  with  favage  cruelty. 
That  durft  cut  fhort  a  father's  reverend  days. 

Eury.  Her  words  congeal  me,  though  I  know 
fhe  feigns.  [afide. 

Hyp.  I  tremble  while  I  ftrive  to  hide  my  fear. 

[afide, 

Eury.  No  more— — deceit  is  vain 

Hyp.  O  Gods !  look  there  !     • 
Behold  Eur)'nome,  fee  where  he  comes  ! 
Obferve  his  fiery  eyes  that  fwell  with  rage. 
While  tears  of  anger  trickle  down  his  cheek ; 
His  fnow-white  locks  ftill  dropping  crimfon  blood. 
Hang  o'er  his  hoary  face.     Dbfi;  thou  not  hear 
His  threatening  voice,  and  mark  his  dreadful  mien? 

Unhappy  (hade  ! ^Enough  have  I  endur'd 

Of  punifhment — O  Heavens ! — In  pity,  hide. 

Hide  from  my  fight  the  torch  of  hell — take  henc^ 
The  furies'  iron  whips  ^^ 

Eury.  Ill-fated  prir  .Tj  ! 
iMy  foul  is  mov'd  ! 

Hyp,  She  foftens  at  my  words,  [afide, 

Eury, 
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Eury.  Yon*  trees  afford  a  fhelfer  in  their  gloom 
For  melancholy  phantoms :  hafte,  my  friends, 
Hurl  round  the  flames,  and  fwift.confume  to  afhes 
That unpropitious  wood.  ?      '    !')   .^VV 

Hyp.  Ah,  no  !  forbear 
Thofe  trunks  devoted  to  the  Sylvan  Goddefs, 

•  Eury,  Hearken  not  to  her 

JJyp,  Impious !  fhall  not  then 
The  Gods  themfelves  be  facred  from  thy  fury  ? 
And  who  fhall  execute  the  dire  command  ? 

Eury,  Unthinking   maid !     thou  haft  betray'd 
thyfelf. 
Behold  the  grove  where  Thoas  lurks  conceal'd  ; 
Go,  friends,  and  drag  him  thence  to  punifhment. 
\the  Amazons  enter  the  grove. 

Hyp,    Hear  me !    O  !    hear  a  mofl  unhappy 
daughter ! 
What  fhall  I  do  ?  O  all  ye  powers  of  Heaven  ! 
Eurynome  have  pity ! 

Eury.  'Tis  in  vain  ; 
Thy  father  fhew'd  no  pity  to  my  fon. 

Hyp.    If  thou'rt  fo  thirfly  for  revenge,  ftrike 
here ; 
O  pierce  this  breafl,  and  let  me  bleed  for  him  ! 
Behold  me  fuppliant,  grovelling  at  your  feet — 

\_kneeh. 
Eury.  Her  tears  difarm  my  rage,  [afide.^ 

'  Hyp,  O  yet  relent. 

Or 
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Or  change  the  d^ftin'd  vi6lim  of  thy  fury. 

By  all  that  is  rever'd  in  earth  or  Heaven,  '  > 

Even  by  the  allies  of  thy  dear  Learchus  !  ) 

Eury.  That  name  has  rouz'd  anew  jny  lleeping 

.'\iv.r.\\.    rage;  Ti'>''^r'TmO  .  ■ 

The  tyrant  dies,  even  by  this  hand  he  dies  :  ^mA. 

.^i-'.\  w  ^\  ?i/ii'>":.  r^  I  ..  H\  V.  \draws  her /word. 

Ne'er  will  I  reft  till  I  behold  my  fword 

Drench'd  in  his  blood. 

\jis  JJie  turns ^  thinking  to  ^nd  Thoa.'^,  Jhe  meet^ 
Learchus,  conducted  by  the  Amazons  from 
the  grove  ;  Jhe  Jiands  in  amazement,  and  lets 
fall  her /word.  '*'•.      ' ''  • 

Lear.  My  mother ! 
Eury.  Heavens!  my  fon  ! 
Hyp.  What  can  this  mean  ?   Amazement  feizes 
me !  '  \r\fes. 

s  c  e'n"!  'V., 

Enter  Rhodope. 

Rho.  What  do  I  fee  ?  Learchus  here  and  bound  ! 

What  power  can  fave  him  ! — Yes — I  muft  dif- 

femble.  [aftde. 

Eury.  Art  thou  my  fon  !  Am  I  Eurynome  I 

Lear.  As  certain  as  defire  to  avenge  thy  fon 
Has  made  thee  cruel  to  him. 

Etiry.  Wretched  mother, 

-That 
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That  blindly  has  deftroy'd  thee  !  Doft  thou  live 
Only  to  make  me  guilty  of  thy  death  ? 
O  my  lov'd  fon  !  how  dearly  muft  I  buy 
The  bitter  pleafure  of  this  fond  embrace  ! 

Rho.  Companions,  bind  the  vi6lim  to  yon'  trunk. 
And  let  our  thirfly  arrows  drink  his  life. 

yhe  Amazons  hind  Learchus  to  a  tree, 
Eury,  Ah  !  hold Inhuman ' 

Rho,  Firil  by  force  remove 
Eurynome,  nor  let  maternal  forrows 
Difturb  our  purpofe. 

Hyp.  O  unhappy  mother  ! 

Eury.  Have  pity,  Rhodope 

Rho.  Wouldft  thou  o'erturn 
The  laws  thyfelf  haft  made  ? 

Eury.  Hypfipyle, 
Compaflionate  my  tears  !  / 

Hyp.  Alas  !  what  power 
Remains  in  me  ! 

Rho.  If  but  a  moment  more 
Thou  linger'ft  here,  we  fpeed  the  ftroke  of  death. 

Eury.  What  mortal  pangs  can  equal  what  I 
fufFer ! 

The  laft  farewell  how  (hall  I  fpeak  ? 

A  mother's  pain  what  words  can  tell  ? 
I  feel  my  heart  with  anguifh  break 

Dear  offspring  of  my  love  farewell ! 

This 
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This  fond  embrace  from  her  receive, 
Whofe  fatal  error  feals  thy  death  : 

O  !  that  I  thus  my  woes  could  leave, 

And  in  thefe  arms  refign  my  breath  !    [^Ejtif* 


SCENE    VI. 

Hypsipyle,  Rhodope,  Learchus,  Bacchanals, 
and  Amazons. 

Lear.  Unpitying  princefs  !  in  Learchus'  fate 
Behold  the  dreadful  trophies  of  thy  charms  ! 
Excefs  of  love  impell'd  me  to  this  ruin. 

Hyp.  Learchus,  no  :  thou  art  thyfelf  alone 
The  caufe  of  thy  misfortunes. 

Lear.  At  my  birth 
This  day  was  fix'd  in  fate's  eternal  volume. 

Hyp.  Unhappy  moment  when  I  pleas'd  thee  firfti 

That  haplefs  inftant  when  thy  eyes 

Beheld  and  thought  me  fair, 
Some  baleful  ftar  was  feen  to  rife. 

And  fhed  a  difmal  glare. 
Lefs  cruel  would  thy  hatred  prove. 
Than  fuch  a  dire  deftrudive  love.        [ExiK 


SCENE 
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.  s  c  e;  N  p  vii. 

Khodope,  Learchus,  Bacchanals,  jimazons^ 

Wio.  My  friends,  unwelcome  here  to  Nehiefis 
Would  prove  the  vidlim  :  be  the  facrifice 
Pubhc  and  folenm  :  halle  and  raife  an  altar 
Amid  the  full  afl^mbly  of  the  pfeople. 
Convene  together  all  the  conquering  band  Jjaqyll 
Meantime  myfelf  will  in  this  place  remain 
To  guard  the  prifoner.  .    .     ^^ 

\_uie  Bacchanals  and  Amazons  go  out*^ 

Lear,  Never  did  I  think 
Such  tyranny  could  harbour  in  thy  bread. 

RJw.  Ungrateful  man  !  learn  better  how  to  judge 
The  foul  of  Rhodope  ;  I  feign'd  refentment 
To  avert  from  thee  th'  effeds  of  female  rage). ' 

Lear.  Should  this  be  true,  my  heart  is  thine— 

Rho.  O  !  no — ^ 
Think  not  I  mean  to  bargain  for  thy  love.     V 

Lear.  Perhaps  thou  doubfft  me  ilill — ^By  all 
the  Gods — 

Rho.  Learchus,  hold 1  would  not  have  thee 

purchafe 
My  gift  with  perjury :  from  Rhocfope 
Receive  at  once  thy  liberty  and  life,   \unhinds  him^ 

Lear.  Yet  what  return  can  gratitude  afford  thee  ? 

Rho,  I'm  now  rewarded,  but  thou  know'ft  it  not* 

Thou 
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Thou  -canft  not  judge  the  generous  mind. 

What  fweets  from  mercy  flow ; 
My  wrongs  might  here  their  vengeance  find. 

But  pardon  I  beftow. 

With  fecret  joy  the  offended  views 

The  offender's  bkifhes  rife  ; 
Whofe  fearful  confcience  guilt  fubdues. 

While  fhame  his  fpeech  denies.  [£.r;> 

SCENE    VIII. 

Learchus  alone» 

Why  does  my  feeble  virtue  take  the  alarm. 
Yet  cannot  rouze  from  this  lethargic  fleep  ? 
What  means  this  late  remorfe  ?  Down,  rebel  con- 
fcience ! 
I  will  not  have  thee  ftruggling  in  my  bofom : 
Rule,  or  obey ;  fubdue,  or  be  fubdued. 

Let  choice  dire6l,  or  fate  conflrain 

The  affections  of  my  breaft. 
Yet  wherefore  fhould  they  thus  in  vain 

With  doubts  my  peace  moleft  ? 

If  they're  compell'd,  why  do  we  name 

Our  paflions  good  or  ill  ? 
And  wherefore  are  they  ftill  the  fame 

If  they  can  change  at  will  ?  [_Exit. 

VOL.1.  o  SCENE 
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SCENE    IX. 

^n  open  country  covered  over  with  tenfs,  a  projpe^ 
of  the  Jea  :  the  fun  riftng. 

Jason  alone. 

Amidll  a  thoufand  doubts  oppreft. 
My  heart  ftill  flutters -in  my  breaft. 

But  no  refolve  my  thoughts  approve. 
While  beauties  in  her  face  I  find. 
My  foul  detells  her  mthlefs  mind ; 

I'm  torn  by  hatred  and  by  love. 

And  can  a  lovely  face  £b  far  deceive  ? 
Hypfipyle,  more  fierce  than  beafts  of  prey  t 
Barbarity  like  thine  exceeds  whate'er 
Hyrcania's  forefi^s  yield,  within  whofe  fliades- 
No  tigrefs  lurks  fo  cruel  to  dellroy 

A  father's  life and  do  I  then  excufe  her  ? 

Frame  new  pretences  to  prolong  my  ftay  ? 

P  no  1 my  lofty  heart  difdains  to  avow 

Its  weaknefs  paft.    I  once  believ'd  her  worthy 
Of  Jafon's  flame,  and  fain  would  fl^ill  defend 

The  choice  of  love Behold  the  morning  rife  f 

And  yet  my  fpirits  keep  the  accufl;om'd  watch. 
Though  fpent  with  fruitlefs  care — but  now,  me- 

thinks, 
I  feel  the  tumult  of  my  breaft  fubfide ; 

My 
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My  eyes  grow  heavy,  and  my  mind  fufpends 
The'painful  ftmggle  of  confli6ling  paflions.  [Jleeps, ' 

SCENE     X. 

Enter  Learchus. 

Lear.  Enough  of  ill,  my  foul.     At  length  'tis 
time, 
After  fo  many  dangers  paft,  to  change 
This  baneful  courfe.     I  cannot  bear  for  ever 
To  tremble  near  the  fatal  precipice  ; 

To  reverence  others,  and  deteft  myfelf. 

What  do  I  fee  !  my  rival  flumbering  here  ? 
O  !  happy  thou,  born  under  friendly  Itars  ! 
The  inhuman  fair,  who  fcorns  my  love,  referves 
Her  charms  for  thee  ;  but  I  in  vain  muft  mourn 
Abandon'd  to  defpair ;  while  'midfl  th'  embraces 
Of  mutual  fondnefs  thou  fhalt  fcorn  my  fufferings, 
And  find  new  pleafure  from  Learchus'  pains. 
O  cruel  image  that  diftradls  my  heart ! 

No let  not  him  furvive  by  whom  I  perifh ; 

[draws  a  dagger. 

Here  let  him  die but  ha  !  what  would  I  do  ! 

\_Jiops. 
Are  thefe  the  generous  tlioughts  I  form'd  but  now  ? 
Is  this  my  late  remorfe  ? 
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S  C  E  N  E    XI. 

Enter  Hypsipyle. 

Hjp.  [^entering.']  Where  fliall  I  meet 

My  haplefs  father  ? Ha  !• Learchus  here  f 

What  means  his  poniard  drawn  ? 

Lear.   [_to  himfelf.'\  The  world  can  ne'er 
Be  confcious  of  this  virtue  :  fhould  I  now 
Forbear  to  kill  him,  my  revenge  is  loft, 
And  yet  no  glory  gain'd  :  the  time  will  come, 
I  may  repent  this  ill-advis'd  compaffion  : 
Then  let  me  ftrike  the  blow.      [about  tojiah  him. 

Hyp.  Ah  !  traitor  !  hold  : 
What  would' ft  thou  do  ?  \liolding  his  hand. 

Lear.  Leave  me,  Hyfipyle.- 

Hyp.  Hope  not  I'll  e'er  permit 

Lear.  Confent  with  me 
To  quit  this  place,  and  I  refign  my  weapon. 

Hyp.  ■  Firft  let  a  tliunder-bolt  from  angry  Jove 
Dafti  me  to  atoms ! 

Lear.  Then  his  fate  is  fix'd ; 
There  is  no  mercy  for  him. 

Hyp.  Stay,  Learchus  : 
If  I  but  waken  him,  thou  art  loft. 

Lear.  Ah  !   hold  ; 
I  am  gone,  Hypfipyle. 
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Hyp.  Firft  let  thy  hand 
Refign  the  poniard  to  me. 
Lear.  There,  ingrate  ! 

[after  a  paufe  gives  up  the  dagger  to  her. 
Prince  !  thou  art  betray' d  !  \yoahes  Jafon,  and  files. 

Ilyp.  O  ftay  ! 

[Jafon  rijingj  and  about  to  draw  his /word,  fees 
Hypfipyle  with  the  dagger  in  her  hand. 

SCENE     XII. 

Jason,  Hypsipyle. 

Jaf.  Betray'd  !  by  whom  ! 
Almighty  powers  !  [fees  Hypfipyle. 

Hyp.  My  lord  ! 

Jaf.  Relentlefs  woman  ! 
What  have  I  done  to  thee  ?  What  crime  of  mine 
Incites  thy  vengeance  ?  That  I've  lov'd,  may  merit 
Severefl  punifhment,  but  not  from  thee. 
Thou  would' ft,  inhuman,  from  the  face  of  earth 
Sweep  all  the  inhabitants,  that  none  might  here 
Be  witnefs  to  thy  guilt. 

Hyp.  Has  then  my  fate 
More  fufferings  for  me  ?  Prince,  thou  art  decciv'd  ; 
I  came  not  here  to  take  thy  life. 

Jaf.  That  dagger, 
Thofe  looks  confus'd,  the  voice  I  heard  but  now 
Which  rouz'd  me  from  my  Ileep  :  do  not  all  thefe 

Enough 
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Enough  condemn  thee  ? 

Hyp.  'Twas  another  hand 
Aflail'd  thy  life  ;  I  fav'd  it  from  the  danger. 

Jaf.  Yes ;  I  have  wondrous  proofs  of  thy  com- 
paffion : 
She  who  could  pierce  a  father's  breaft,    would 

doubtlefs 
Preferve  a  huiband. 

Hyp.  O  !  I  flew  him  not. 

Jaf.  But  if  thy  lips- 

Hyp.  My  lips,  by  fate  compel!' d. 
Belied  my  deeds. 

Jaf.  What  if  I  here  beheld 
The  murder'd  monarch  ? 

Hyp.  'Twas  deception  all ; 
Thou  didfl  not,  couldft  not  fee  him. 

Jaf  Tell  me  then 
Where  now  is  Thoas  hid  ? 

Hyp.  Alas  !  I  know  not ; 
I've  fought  him,  but  in  vain 

Jaf.  Perfidious  woman ! 
And  think'fl  thou  Jafon  can  be  thus  deluded  i! 
Is'-t  not  enough,  but  thou  mufl  mock  me  too  ? 
Thou  haft  confefs'd  thy  crime  ;  each  tongi-e  con-r 

firms  it ; 
Mjrfelf  am  witnefs  to  it ;  yet  thou  hop*ft 
To  afliime  the  name  of  innocent !  even  now 

I  flart 
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I  ftart  from  fleep,  I  find  thee  by  my  fide^ 
With  looks  confus'd,  a  dagger  in  thy  hand, 
Prepar'd  to  pierce  my  heart ;  and  wilt  thou  dare 
To  tell  me  all  was  meant  for  my  defence  ? 
Think  not  that  Theflaly  has  form'd  her  Tons 
So  eafy  of  belief. 

Hyp,  Soon  Ihalt  thou  fee 

Jaf.  I've  feen  enough.  "  * 

Ilyp.  And  wilt  thou  not- 

Jq/l  O  !   no  ; 
I'll  hear  no  more. 

Hyp.  And  doft  thou  then  believe 


Jaf.  Yes,  I  believe  that  I  partake  thy  guilt 
In  liftening  to  thee  longer. 

Hj'p.  Muft  we  part  ? 

Jaf.  Leave  me, 

I^p.  Where  is  thy  former  love  ! 

Jaf.  With  fhame 
I  call  it  now  to  mind. 

Hyp.  And  am  I  then 

Jaf.  Thou  art  poifon  to  my  eyes ! 

Hyp.  Yes,  yes,  ye  furies ! 
Inhabitants  of  this  definitive  land, 
I  find  that  to  be  innocent  is  guilt. 
Have  I  not  feen  enough  of  flaughter  fi:ain 
My  native  foil  ?  Ailuage  your  horrid  thirfl, 

Behold 
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Behold  my  blood  fhall  flow  !    [offers  tojlah  her/elf. 

Jaf,  What  doft  thou  mean  !  [holds  her. 

Hyp.  Why  fhould'ft  thou,  Jafon,  thus  reftrain 
my  hand, 
And  make  me  longer  drag  the  life  I  loathe  ? 

Jaf.  Die,  if  thou  wilt,  but  feek  fome  other  place 
To  end  thy  wretched  being. 

[wrefis  the  dagger  from  h^r^ 

Hyp.  Yet  at  leaft 

Jaf  Leave  me  in  peace. 

Hyp.  O  hear  me  ! 

Jaf.  Never,  never. 

Hyp.  Kill  me,  in  pity  kill  me  ! 

Jaf  No 1  cannot. 

Hyp.  For  one  lad  look 

Jaf  'Tis  guilt  but  to  behold  thee. 

Hyp.  My  lord  !  my  hulband  ! 

Jaf  Hence  !  or  I  am  gone. 

Hyp,  Since  'tis  your  harfh  command,  I  go  ; 

But  for  this  cruelty  you  fhow. 

Your  heart  perhaps  will  anguifh  know. 

With  fighs  your  breaft  may  heave. 
And  when  you  learn  my  haplefs  ftate. 
In  vain  your  tears  may  mourn  my  fate  ; 
For  forrow  then  fhall  prove  too  late 

My  fiifFerings  to  reheve,  [Exii. 

SCENE 
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4        SCENE    XIII. 

Jason  alone. 

Jaf.  At  length  (he's  gone  !  Tlianks  to  the  mighty 
Gods! 
A  moment  longer  thofe  feducing  tears     • 
Had  fapp'd  my  beft  refolves :  far  diftant  hence 
Let  me  retire  to  breathe  another  air, 
Where  abfence  may  erafe  this  ihameful  palTion. 

SCENE    XIV. 

Enter  Thoas. 

Ah  prince  ! my  friend  ! 

Jaf,  My  lord  !  am  I  awake  ? 
Or  art  thou  fovereign  of  the  Lemnian  land  ? 

Tho.  At  leaft  I  have  been  fo. 

Jaf.  I'm  all  amazement ! 
How  art  thou  rifen  again  ?  Myfelf  beheld  thee 
Stretch'd  pale  and  lifelefs  in  the  regal  palace : 
Either  I  then  but  dream' d,  or  now  I  dream. 

Tho.  Thou  faw'ft  a  murder' d  wretch  array'd  like 
me, 
Jn  princely  robes,  whofe  femblance  to  myfelf 
Deluded  every  eye  :  this  pious  fraud 
Hyplipyle  contriv'd  for  my  defence. 

Jaf. 
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Jaf:  O  Heaven  !  my  love  !   and  art  thou  guilt- 
lefs  then 
Of  each  imputed  crime  ! — Thojas,  faFcwell, 
This  inftant  I'll  return.  \,gomg^ 

Tho.  Why  would'ft  thou  leave  me  ? 

Jaf.  O  !  let  me  find  the  treafure  of  my  foul ; 
Soon  {halt  thou  know  how  I  have  injur'd  her. 

Tho.  Yet  hear :    what  would'ft  thou  do  ?  The 
female  bands, 
Flufh'd  with  their  late  fuccefs,  fcour  every  part ; 
And  fhould'ft  thou  thus  unguarded  venture  forth, 
Thou  could'ft  not  'fcape  thyfelf,  nor  fave  Hyp- 
fipyle. 

Jaf.  To  arms,  to  arms  !  awake,  'tis  Jafon  calls — 
Follow  me,  friends.  \_gomg  towards  the  tents. 

Tho.  Myfelf  will  guide-  your  fteps. 

Jaf.  O  no  !  thy  prefence  might  difturb  ourpur- 

pofe, 
Amidft  my  fury  I  fhould  fear  for  thee. 
Hafte,   my  companions,   hafte !    each  moment's 

precious 

My  wife  !  my  friend  !  O  Heaven,  my  foul  is  rack'd 
Between  contending  pangs  of  love  and  friendfhipt 


I  leav^ 
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I  leave  thee,  prince,  nor  can  I  tell 
But  this  may  prove  the  lad  farewell ! 
This  arm  muft  her  I  love  reflore, 
Or  Jafon  fliall  return  no  more. 

[while  this  air  is  Jinging,  the  Argonauts 
come  out  of  the  tents. ~\ 

\Exit  Jafon,  with  Argonauts^ 

•      S  C  E  N  E    XV. 

Thoas  ahne. 

No — \ — while  my  dear  Hyp(ipyle*s  in  danger, 
I  will  not  linger  here  a  tame  fpe6tator : 
A  father's  love  fhall  with  new  vigour  brace 
My  feeble  limbs :  each  timorous  beaft  aflumes, 
A  fudden  fiercenefs  to  defend  its  young ; 
Loudly  they  threat,  lay  by  their  natural  fear. 
And  what  was  weaknefs  late  is  courage  now. 

The  turtle  when  fhe  once  efpies 

The  unpitying  churl  that  robb'd  her  neft ; 
Feels  the  fierce  flame  of  fury  rife. 

Till  then  a  ftranger  to  her  breaft  : 

And  though  no  ftrength  of  claws  or  bill, 
To  guard  her  helplefs  young  avails  ; 

At  leaft  the  cruel  fpoiler  Hill 

She  with  imceafmg  cries  aflails.  [Exit* 

£ND   OF   THE   SECOND   ACT. 

ACT 
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ACT    III.     SCENE    I. 

A  remote  fart  of  the  IJland  betwixt  the  city  and  the 
fea-Jhore,  ivith  cyprefs  trees  and  monuments  of  the 
ancient  kings  of  Lemnos. 

Learchus  with  two  prates. 

-    Lear.  Our  hopes,  my  valiant  frien4s,  have  prov'd 

abortive ; 
Fortune  oppofes  oft  the  befl  defigns  : 
Go,  and  let  each  be  ready  to  depart. 

[the  pirates  going. 

But  ha  !  what  do  I  fee  ! behold  where  Thoas 

Comes  unattended  to  this  lonely  place. 
Now  for  the  laft  expedient  fate  can  offer — 
Return,  my  friends.  [pirates  return, 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Thoas. 

Tho.  [entering.']  I  was  directed  ftill 
To  abide  in  Jafon's  canip  ;  but  anxious  thoughts 
Forbade  me  there  to  reft. 

Lear.  Obfer\^e  my  purpofe  ; 
Away.  [firatesgo  out. 

Tho.  [to  him/elf.~\  My  bofom  throbs  with  hopes 
and  fears: 

I  find 
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I  find  no  peace,  but  every  moment  dread 
Some  ftroke  of  fate  :  by  this  untrodden  path, 
I'll  feek  the  regal  palace.  \_S°f^<^* 

Lear.  Now,  Learchus, 
Let  artifice  befriend  thee.   [^^V.]— -See,  my  lord. 
The  guiltiefl  of  your  fubje6ls  at  your  feet : 
Permit  him  thus \to  Thoas,  kneeling. 

Tho.  Ye  powers  ! art  thou  alive  ! 

Art  thou  Learchus  !  •  ; 

Lear.  I'm  indeed  Learchus-    ,    \ 

Tho.  What  wouldil  tliou  have  from  Thoas  ? — 

Lear.  Death,  or  pardon. 

Tho.  Hence,  traitor,  dare  no  more  approach  my 
fight. 

Lear.  Hear  me,  and  tlien  reje6l  me  at  your  will. 

Tho.  Perfidious !  know'fi:  thou  not  what  punifh- 
ment 
Awaits  thee  here  ? 

Lear.  Death  I  deferv'd,  my  lord. 
When  I  prefum'd  to  attempt  with  ruflSan  force 
.  The  fair  Hypfipyle  :  but  if  a  fault 
Of  youth  can  find  no  pity  from  my  king, 
A  fault  which  love  infpir'd,  which  keen  remorle 
Has  fince  feverely  punifh'd ;  here  at  leaft. 
Here  let  me  perifh  in  my  native  land. 
Five  tedious  years,  an  outcafi:  firom^my  country. 
Wandering  in  foreign  climes,  tlie  fport  of  fate, 

I've 
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IVe  liv'd  an  obje^l  loath'd  by  earth  and  Heaven ; 
And,  ah  !  what  wounds  me  more,  my  prince  ab- 
hors me. 
Vm  weary  grown  of  long  protra6led  woe  : 
Life  is  the  greateft  evil  I  endure ; 
And  he,  who  drives  this  fpirit  from  her  dwelling, 
Is  bounteous  while  he  kills  me. 

Tho.  [aJjJe.']  Such  defpair 
Pleads  in  his  caufe,  and  mitigates  his  erimes^ 

Lear.  Why  linger  thus  my  friends  ? 

\afidey  looking  outt 

Tho.  From  thy  misfortunes, 
Learchus,  learn  in  future  to  refpedl 

The  majefty  of  kings Be  comforted  -; ' 

And  live 1  pardon  thee.  \_  going. 

Lear.  Alas  !  my  lord. 
Still  am  I  left:  uncertain ;  grant  me  theri 
Some  furer  pledge  of  mercy. 

Tho.  After  pardon. 
What  can  I  grant  thee  more  ? 

Lear.  Your  royal  hand. 

Tho.  Receive  it,  and  depart,    [^giving  his  hand, 
LeaYi  O  gracious  prince, 
Whofe  goodnefs  imitates  the  pitying  Grods  : 
This  moment  has  efFac'd  my  paft  misfortunes — 

Not  yet  return'd  !     \afide?\ Still  trembling, 

doubtful  ilill, 

6  Behold 
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Behold  me  at  your  feet,  and  proftrate  thus • 

Tho.  What  men  furround  me  ? 

[pirates  enter  armed,  and  furround  Thoas. 

Lear.  So — the  ftroke  is  given.  \^'\fi^S' 

Yield  me  thy  fword. 

Tho.  Whom  fpeak'ft  thou  to  ? 

Lear.  To  thee. 

Tho.  To  me  !  Almighty  powers  !  but  how r- 

Lear.  No  more : 
Thou  art  my  prilbner. 

Tho.  What  unheard-of  treafon  ! 

Lear.  At  length  thou  art  fallen  into  my  fnarc  : 
thy  life 
Is  at  my  will.    Endure  thy  lot  with  patience  : 
*Tis  thus  the  world  for  ever  fhifts  the  fcene, 
And  adverfe  fortune  ftill  fucceeds  to  good  : 
'Tis  thine  in  turn  to  plead  for  mercy. 

Tho.  Villain  ! 

Lear.  Hold^  Thoas,  change  this  language  :  my 
example 
Might  teach  thee  prudence :  'twas  but  now  I  bent 
With  humble  prayers,  a  fuppliant  at  thy  feet. 
To  fuit  our  tempers,  as  the  various  turns 
Of  life  demand,  is  fure  a  needful  virtue. 
The  force  thou  fee'ft  is  all  at  my  command : 
I  can  at  will 

Tho.  What  canft  thou  further  do  ? 

Take 
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Take  from  this  ebbing  life  its  poor  remains, 
Already  irkfome  from  the  double  weight 
Of  years  and  forrow  ? 

Lear»  Thus  Learchus  faid, 
But  while  he  fpoke,  his  tongue  belied  his  thoughts. 

-  Tho^  Great  is  the  difference  'twixt  my  heart  and 
thine. 

Lear,  Vain  boafting  all !  each  animal  that  Uves^ 
Defires  to  hold  his  being  :  conftancy. 
Which  heroes  vaunt  in  fate's  extremefl:  trials, 
Is  but  an  art  to  cheat  the  unthinking  vulgar  i 
I  read  thy  fecret  breaft,  and  know  thou  trembleft. 

Tho,  Yes,  I  might  tremble^,  if  the  foul  of  Thoas 
Were  form'd  like  thine  :  a  thoufand  horrid  crimes 
Would  then  for  ever  haunt  my.  guilty  fight : 
Still  fhould  I  feem  to  hear  the  bolts  of  Jove 
For  ever  hilling  round  me  ;  Jove  the  avenger, 
Who  punifhes  the  guilt  of  human-kind. 

Lear.  To  me  the  wrath  of  Heaven  is  not  fo 
dreadful. 

Tho.  Vain  boafting  all !    Thou  canft  not  har- 
bour peace : 
For  ftill  congenial  with  our  nature,  grows 
The  love  of  virtue ;  if  it  prove  too  weak 
To  guard  from  crimes,  at  leaft  it  will  fuffice 
To  be  their  punifhment :  it  is  a  gift 
From  Heaven,  decreed  to  be  a  fcourge  to  thofc 
Who  dare  abufe  it ;  and  the  greatefl  curfe 

The 
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The  wicked  find,  is  that  they  ftill  retain, 
Even  in  their  own  defpite,  the  feeds  of  honour. 
And  feel  a  confcious  fenfe  of  fovereign  goodnefs  : 
I  read  thy  fecret  breaft,  and  know  thou  trembleft. 

Lear.  My  friends,  take  hence  this  fage  philo- 
fopher, 
Whofe  knowledge  can  explore  the  human  mind. 
Condu6l  him  prifoner  to  the  ihips ;  and  thou. 
Lay  by  that  ufelefs  fword. 

,  Tho.  There — take  it,  traitor ! 

^jhroijos  away  his  fword, 

Lear.  Now  muil  thou  bid  adieu  to  kingly  pride  j 
Since  Thoas  is  the  vanquifh'd,  I  the  vidtor.  • 

Tho.  Firft,  impious  wretch  !  thefe  features  view, 
Then  judge  impartial  of  the  two, 

Where  lies  the  vidlory. 
Though  free,  thy  looks  are  pak  with  fear. 
While  I  thefe  chains  undaunted  wear,. 

And  pity  feel  for  thee. 

\he  is  led  off  by  the  prates* 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Rhodope. 

Lear.  \)o  himfelf.']  Yet  that  majeftic  mien,  thofe 
fentiments 
That  fpeak  the  kingly  foul— but  hold,  my  thoughts  : 
Let  me  refled  on  nothing  but  the  gain 

VOL.  I.  p  Of 
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Of  all  my  heart  afpires  to. 

Rho.  [^enteringi^  O  Learchus  ! 

Lear.  Say,  Rhodope,  whence  fprings  thy  fudden 
fear  ? 

Rho.  Not  far  remote  a  ghaftly  troop  of  ilrangers 
Bear  royal  Thoas  prifoner  to  the  fea. 
0 1  if  within  thy  breafl:  one  fpark  remain 
Of  bravery  or  virtue,  feize  this  moment 
To  give  it  proof:  now  may'ft  thou  cancel  all 
Thy  guilty  deeds,  and  make  thy  name  immortal. 

"Lear.  Indeed! Say,  how? 

Rho.  Give  liberty  to  Thoas : 
Go — rilk  thy  life  to  fave  thy  king  from  danger ; 
Perifh  or  conquer ;   with  one  generous  acSlion 
Efface  the  memory  of  thy  former  crimes, 
NOr  let  me  longer  blufh  to  own  I've  lov*d  thee. 

Lear,  Thou  counfell'fl  well,  and  fhalt,  for  thy 
reward. 
Be  undeceiv'd  :  know  then,  by  my  command 
Is  Thoas  now  fecur'd.   Hence,  if  thou  wilt,] 
Relate  the  news  to  proud  Hypfipyle  : 
Warn  her  no  longer  to  defpife  a  foe. 
However  weak  :  fo  little  will  fuffice 
To  injure  others,  that  in  humble  ftate. 
Even  when  deprefs'd,  a  foe  may  flill  be  fear'd. 

TeU 
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Tell  her  in  me  flie  foon  may  find 
Th'  efFe6ls  of  love  fo  ill  return'd  : 

Go,  bid  her  then  recall  to  mind 

How  once  her  pride  Learchus  fcorn'd ; 

And  if  offended  at  my  deeds. 

She  gives  me  <now  a  traitor's  name  ; 

Declare  the  offence  from  her  proceeds. 

Who  kindled  this  deilru6^ive  flame.      \_Exii, 

'       S   C  E  N  E     IV. 
Enter  Hypsipyle. 

,    R/w.  [/o  her/elf. ~]    Can  crimes  like  thefe  debafe 

the  mind  of  man  ? 
O  wretched  daughter  !  mofl  unhappy  princefs ! 
What  wilt  thou  feel  when  thou  fhalt  hear  the 

tidings ! 

Ijfyp.  My  friend !    our  fufferings  all  are  paft ; 
and  Heaven 
At  length  is  tir'd  of  heaping  woes  upon  us. 
My  faithful  confort,  and  his  valiant  friends, 
Have  quell'd  the  fierce  inhabitants  of  Lemnos  : 
My  innocence  is  clear' d,  my  father  fafe  : 
We  are  vi6lors,  difcord  ftills  her  horrid  voice. 
All,  all  is  love,  and  peace,  and  happinefs ! 

Rho.  And  yet  is  Thoas 

Hyj[>.  Thoas  now  awaits 
kL  p  2  Jafon's 
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Jafon's  return  to  the  Theflalian  camp. 

Rho.  O  were  it  fo  ! 

Hyp,  What  jnean'll  thou  !  Speak,  my  friend — 

Rho.  Thoas  is  now  a  prifoner. 

JHyp.  Ha  !  to  whom  ? 

Rho.  A  prifoner  to  Learchus. 

Hyp.  To  Learchus ! 
How  know'ft  thou  this  ? 

Jiho.  But  now  I  met  him  bound. 
Encircled  by  the  followers  of  tliat  traitor. ' 

Hyp.  Who  are  his  followers  ? 

Rho.  Wretches  like  himfelf. 

Hyp.  O  heavenly  powers  I  to  what  untried  mis- 
fortunes           "^  '"^?  ' ' 
Will  you  referve  me  yet ! O  fatal  day  ! 

SCENE    V. 

Enter  Jason  with  the  Argonauts. 

Jaf.  Hyplipyle,  my  life  !  what  new  affliclion 
Obfcures  thofe  lovely  eyes  ? 

Hyp.  My  dearell  lord. 
Thou  com'ft  in  happy  time ;  for  O  !  'tis  thou. 

And  thou  alone,  canft  eafe  me ^Hafte — defend 

him — 
Have  pity  on  me — 

'Jaf.  Speak,  my  love,  what  would'ft  tliou  ? 

Aa 
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As  yet  I  know  not  what  thy  fpeech  intends.     ; 

Hyp.    O  !  Thoas ! — O — my  father  ! curft 

Learchus^ — 
I  cannot  fpeak — 

Rho.  The  traitor,  falfe  Learchus, 
Bears  off  in  fetters  Thoas  to  the  fea. 

Jaf.  Perhaps  the  fame — 

Hyp.  Yes,  'tis  the  fame  Learchus, 
Who  fought  to  kill  thee  while  opprefs'd  with  fleep. 
But  failing  in  the  dire  delign,  endeavour'd 
With  bafe  fufpicions  to  difturb  our  peace. 

Jaf.  Infamous  villain ! 

Hyp.  Generous  prince,  behold 
An  enterprife  that's  worthy  of  thy  courage  : 
Thou  may'ft  preferve  my  deareft  father's  life  : 
O  fave  him,  or  Hyplipyle  is  loft ! 
The  fatal  hour  that  fees  the  death  of  Thoas, 
Cuts  fhort  my  thread  of  being. 

Jaf.  Leave  me,  love. 
To  punifh  that  perfidious — but  meanwhile 
Dry  up  thofe  mournful  drops ;  to  fee  thee  weep 
Softens  too  much  the  temper  of  my  heart. 


O!  let 


.1 
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O  !  let  not  forrow  dim  thofe  eyes 

That  rule  me  with  unbounded  power  j 

AfTuage  thy  fears, 

Difpel  thy  tears. 
If  I'm  to  boaft  of  courage  more. 

^■{ 
Then  ceafe  to  bid  foft  paffions  rife 

That  all  my  firm  refolves  control ; 

For  thus  my  breaft, 

FT 

With  grief  oppreft,  ' 

Forgets  what  rage  Ihould  fire  my  foul. 

\_Exlt  with  Argonauts. 
jmB^nl  '.\:\. 

SCENE    VI. 

Rhodope,  Hypsipyle. 

Rho.  O  princefs !  do  not  yield  to  black  defpair ; 
Think  not  that  fortune  will  for  ever  frown ; 
Rely  on  Jafon's  valour  ilill,  and  hope. 

Hy^.  How  can  I  hope,  (fince  born  to  woe^jv^ 

My  forrows  never  ceafe) 
That  this  fad  mind  fhould  ever  know 

A  traniient  gleam  of  peace  ? 

Each  hour,  my  heart,  by  fate  deprefs'd^ 

A  double  anguifh  bears ; 
It  finks,  with  prefent  grief  diflrefs'd. 

Nor  lefs  the  future  fears.  [Exit. 

SCENE 
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,77omog  (.  ^  N  E    VIL 

Enter  Eurynome. 

lOio.  My  thoughts  arc  all  perplex'd  amid  this 
maze 
Of  dreadful  mifery. 

Eury.  O  Rhodope  !  '   0  « 

Where  is  my  fon  ? 

Rho.  Think  on  thyfelf,  inhuman  ! 
Confult  thy  fafety,  if  thou  prizeft  life. 
And  hide  thee  from  the  angry  vidlors'  fight. 

Eury,  I  prize  not  life,  unlefs  I  find  Learchus. 

Rho.  Forget  a  name  that's  hateful  to  the  world; 
At  once  thy  fhame  and  mine. 

Eury.  What  means  this  anger  ? 
Didfl:  thou  not  fave  him  ? 

Rho.  Yes — with  fhame  I  own  it. 

Eury.  I  hope  thou  dofl:  but  feign  this  indigna- 
tion ; 
Since  when  thy  lips  once  call'd  for  vengeance  on 

him, 
He  was  thy  heart's  delight.  ; 

Rho.  But  now  my  hatred. 

The  rural  maid,  with  terror  mov'd, 

Detefiis  the  rofe  which  once  fhe  lov'd. 

Since  late  her  eyes  a  fnake  furvey'd, 

Conceal'd  beneath  the  fragrant  fhade. 

The 
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The  bird  attempts  the  bough  no  more. 
From  which  with  pain  he  'fcap'd  before ; 
No  more  the  wary  warbler  fmgs. 
Where  once  he  fhar'd  his  trembling  wings. 

SCENE    VIII.  1>{0  .,   ,:\ 

EuRTNOME  alone. 

In  feeking  thus  my  fon,  I  lofe-  myfelf* ; 
But  what  is  life  without  him  ?  Well  I  know 
Learchus  guilty,  yet  I  love  him  ftill. 
His  crimes  deftroy  my  peace  ;  but  in  my  heart ' 
AfFecftion  reigns  unquench'd,  nay  ilronger  grows 
The  more  I  find  him  hated  by  the  world.      " 
Tell  me.  Almighty  powers  !  do  we  derive         ^ 
A  curfe  or  bleffing  from  a  mother's  name  ? 

At  once  defpair' and  "'grief  I  find 
With  fudden  frenzy  fire  my  mind, 

A  rage  by  parents  only  known : 
A  haplefs  fon,  by  danger  preft. 
So  deep  is  graven  in  my  breaft. 

That  in  his  woes  I  lofe  my  own.        [Exit, 


SCENE 
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SCENE    IX. 

A  view  of  the  fea  Jhore,  with  the  Jhips  belonging 
to  Learchus  ;  a  plank  laid  from  one  of  them  to 
the  fhore.  On  one  fide  appear  the  ruins  of  the, 
temple  of  Venus  ;  on  the  other  the  remains  of  an 
ancient  port  of  Lemnos. 

Jason,  Hypsipyle,  Rhodope,  Argonauts.  Le- 
archus and  Thoas  appear  on  the  deck  of  one  of 
the  fhips,  Thoas  in  chains,  and  Learchus  with 
a  dagger  in  his  hand. 

Jaf  Compofe  thyfelf,  Hypfipyle  ;  at  length 
We   have   reach' d  the  traitor :   follow  me,  my 

friends. 
To  yonder  fhips  :  now  rouze  your  fouls  to  fury ; 
Be  pity  bamfh'd  :  let  confuming  flames 
Devour  the  fails,  and  ocean's  whelming  waves     , 
Engulph  the  vefTels :  fpread  the  horrid  fla,ughter. 
That  fated  vengeance  may  behold  the  tide 
Red  with  perfidious  blood. 

Lear:  Then  be  it  fo ; 
But  firfl  let  Thoas  bleed.  '      v 

Hyp.  O  hold  !— 

Rho.  Inhuman ! 

Jaf.  What  rage  tranfports  thee  thus  ? 

Hyp,  My  fatlier !  hufband ! 

O!  hear. 
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O!  hear,  Learchus,  hear  me — ^pity ing  Heaven  !•—« 
I  can  no  more — ' 

Lear.  Why,  why,  Hypfipyle, 
This  unavaihng  grief  ?  On  thee  depends  ^ 

His  hfe,  or  death  :  afcend  this  fliip,  confent  ^^ 
To  be  Learchus'  wife  ;  and  if  the  daughter 
Reward  my  faithful  love,  the  father  lives. 

Hyj>.  What  do  I  hear  !   O  Jafon  !       ^  '"  "  j ' 

-  •  Jaf.  ■  Dar'ft  thou,  wretch,  ^. 

Pronounce  the  horrid  compact  ?  'tis  in  vain 
I  ftrive  to  curb  my  righteous  fury  longer. 

Hyj).  Have  pity,  Jafon  !  if  thou  Ihould'ft  aflail 
him> 
He  lifts  his  impious  hand  againft  my  father. 
Jaf.  Ten  thoufand  furies  ftruggle  in  my  breafl ! 

Lear.    Sefe,  'Thoas,    fee— behold  thy  pious 

daughter ; 
With  what  a  zeal  fhe  haftes  to  fave  thy  life. 
Thy  blood  fhall  anfwer  her  relentlefs  fcorn ; 
I  have  endxir'd  enough.  [ahout  to  Jiah  Thoas. 

IJyp.  O  hold  ! — I  come.  S^goes  towards  the  Jli'ip. 

Tho.  What  would'ft  thou  do,  my  daughter ! 
Canft  thou  thus 
Forget  what's  owing  to  thyfelf  and  me  } 
I  little  thought  that  e'er  Hypfipyle 
Would  prove  her  father's  fhame  !  Have  I  not  bred 
thee 

In 
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In  virtues  worthy  of  a  prince's  nuptials. 
Not  to  partake  an  impious  pirate's  bed  ? 
And  wpuld'ft  thou  now  become  the  wretched  ma^ 

ther 
Of  robbers,  not  of  heroes  !  > 

.  Hyp.  Teach  me  then  -avU 

Some  better  means  to  fave  thee. 

Tho.  Save  me  thus. 
Aflert  the  honour  of  my  blood ;  refle<9:  not 
It  cofl  thy  father's  life  ;  or  if  th^  thought 
Will  rife,  let  it  but  flrengthen  thy  refolve 
Tq  guard  my  fame  unfuUied  :  live,  Hypfipyle, 
Live  with  thy  faithful  lord,  and  reign  for  me. 
And  if  the  days  I  lofe  to  thine  are  added^ 
I've  liv'd,  I'vp  reign'd  enough. 

.    Rho.  O  fortitude  ! 

Jaf.  O  generous  fentiments ! 

Hyp.  Does  not  fuch  virtue 
Soften  thee  yet  Learchus ! 

Lear.  No  :  it  rather 
Incites  my  fury. 

Hyp.  Mufl  I  then — 

Lear.  No  more ; 
Yield,  or  he  .dies. 

Hyp.  O  !  let.  thefe  tears  prevail : 
Thou  art  enough  rcveng'd  for  all  my  fcorn  : 
L«et  this  fufficej  Learchus :  will  not  this 

Appeafe 
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Appeafe  thy  dreadful  rage  ?  Mufl:  thou  behold  me, 
A  wretched  obje6l  kneeling  at  thy  feet  ?  > 

Then  fee  me  proftrate  thus —  \_kneeJs». 

Lear.  My  foul  is  fix'd ; 
Come,  or  thy  father  dies. 

Hyp.  Barbarian  !  traitor  !  [fif^s  '^  ^  ^^S^' 

Yes,  I  will  come  ;  and  Hell  with  me  fhall  bring 
Her  blacked  horrors  ;  on  the  rites  abhorr'd 
Megaera  (hall  attend,  with  dire  Alecto  : 
But  I  will  prove  a  fury  worfe  than  all. 
Yes,  I  will  come  ;  but  it  (hall  be  to  tear 
That  treacherous  heart  from  thy  detefted  bofom  : 
Monfter  of  cruelty,  I  come  ! 

Lear.  Then  hafte. 
Or  now  he  falls  beneath  my  vengeful  hand. 

\_ahoui  to  Jlah  hint* 

Hyj^.  Behold  I  come — the  ftroke  forbear : 

[to  Learchus. 

Is  there  no  pity  in  the  fky  ? 
Still  let  me  t  hy  remembrance  fhare —     \_to  Jafon . 

My  foul  difTolves  ! — I  faint ! — I  die  I 

What  flinty  heart  could  here  refrain 
To  melt  with  fympathy  of  woe  ? 
What  cruel  eyes  could  view  my  pain. 
And  yet  forbid  the  tears  to  flow  ? 

[Hyplipyle  weeping,  walks  JlowJy  towards 
the  Jk'ipy  looking  hack  tenderly  on  Jafon. 

a     •  Jaf, 


ACT  III.]  HYPSIPYLE.  221 

Jaf.  Wilt  thou  forfoke  me  thus,  Hypfipyle  ? 

And  would'ft  thou,  impious  favage  ! I'm  dif- 

traded  ! 
Where  (liall  I  turn  for  counfel ! — ^Barbarous  Gods !   ' 

SCENE   LAST. 

JEnter  Eurynome.    . 

Eury.  And  have  I  found  thee  then  at  length, 
my  fon ! 

Lear.  Fly  mother,  fave  thyfelf. 

Jaf.  Inhuman  woman  ! 
'Tis  not  in  vain  that  fate  has  fent  thee  hither. 

\_Jioppng  her. 
Stay  thee,  Hypfipyle  : — ^look  here,  thou  traitor ! 
Let  Thoas  free,  or  lo  !  this  hand  cuts  fliort 
Thy  mother's  life.       [draws  a  dagger,  Hypfipyle 
\_Jtops  Jhort  as  Jlie  is  about  to  enter  the  JJii^. 

Lear.  Say'ft  thou  !  ''L' 

Eury.  What  can  this  mean  ! 

Rho.  O  unexpected  change  ! 

Lear.  Forbear  in  her 
To  punifh  my  mifdeeds.     'Tis  I  alone 
Am  Jafon's  foe. 

Jaf.  My  rage  permits  not  now 
A  calm  reflection  :  all  are  Jafon's  foes 
That  hate  not  thee  :  a  thoufand  cruelties 
Pollute  her  foul :  but  were  fhe  innocent, 

Ifhould 
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I  iliould  not  blufh  to  make  her  now  the  vidim : 
*Tis  guilt  enough  to  be  Learchus'  mother* 

R/w.  He  feems  confounded. 

Hyp.  Mighty  Gods !  alTill  us. 

Jaf.  Wretch,  art  thou  yet  refolv'd* 

Lear.  I  am  fefolv'd. 
Her  hfe  is  yours :  but  let  Hypfipyle 
Come  and  fulfill  the  contra6l  we  have  made. 

R/io.  Inhuman  monfler ! 

I^'p.  Moft  unnatural  favage  ! 

Jqf.  Then  thus  to  you,  infernal  deities, 
I  here  devote  this  horrid  facrifice. 

Lear.  Why  do  I  tremble  thus  !  [aftde* 

Jaf.  It  rells  on  you, 
Upon  the  fon  to  avenge  the  mother's  death ; 
Die,  haplefs  wretch  !  [about  to  fiah  her, 

Lear.  O  hold  !  forbear  to  ilrike. 
The  victory  is  thine. 

RJio.  Nature  at  length 
Has  touch'd  his  harden'd  breaft. 

Eury.  My  dear  Learchus, 
To  thee  I  owe  my  life. 

Lear.  Eurynome, 
Thou  little  know'ft  thy  fon — call  not  this  pity 
My  virtue,  'tis  my  fhame.     I  would  have  feen 
Thy  death  unmov'd,  but  refolution  fails  me  : 
Spite  of  myfelf  I  tremble,  fhrink  with  terror, 

:,:.v.u^         3  And 
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And  feel  my  blood  congeal  within  my  veins. 
Why  was  I  not  by  nature  fix'd  in  goodnefs. 
Or  more  coniirm'd  a  villain  ?  Cow^ard  heart !        7 
'Tis  thou,  and  thou  alone  that  hail  undone  me ;  / 
Then  thus  with  thee  begin  my  jufl  revenge. 

S^Jlahs.himfelf. 

Eury.  O  hold  ! — What  haft  thou  done  ^-t-i,;.  .|-r 

Lear.  I  neither  hope, 
Nor  will  accept  their  pardon ;  as  he  liv'd. 
So  fhall  Learchus  die.  \leaps  Into  the  fea. 

Eury.  I  faint ! — O  Heaven  ! 

[^fivoons,  and  is  carried  off. 

Rho.  This  is  your  work,  ye  righteous  powers  ! 

Jaf.  My  friends  ! 
Hafte  and  unbind  the  king. 

[the  Argonauts  go  to  the  Jhip, 

Hyp.  My  deareft  lord  ! 
I  fcarcely  yet  can  ftill  my  beating  heart. 

Rho.  What  ft  range  events  this  day  has  feen  ! 

Tho.  Ah  prince  !  . 

\coming  from  the  Jliip. 
My  daughter ! 

Hyp.  Deareft  father ! 

Jaf.  O  my  lord  ! 

Hyp.  And  is  it  given  me  once  again  to  kifs 
That  honour'd  hand  ? 

Tho.  And  do  I  once  again 
^* ,  .  -  \  Thus 
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Thus  clafp  thee  to  my  bread  ? 

Rho.  Now,  faithful  lovers. 
Propitious  Hymen  foon  fhall  recompenfe 
Your  forrows  pafti 

Tho,  Firft  let  us  to  the  temple 
To  thank  the  gracious  powers :  for,  O  my  children ! 
How  vain  is  every  human  enterprife. 
If  not  begun  with  duty  to  the  Gods ! 

Chorus. 

What  frenzy  muft  his  foul  poftefs, 
Whofe  hopes  on  evil  deeds  depend  ? 

For  though  the  wicked  meet  fuccefs. 
Yet  peace  can  ne'er  their  fteps  attend. 

And  even  in  life's  fereneft  ftate, 
Shall  Vice  receive  her  fecret  fling ; 

As  Virtue,  though  deprefs'd  by  fate, 
Herfelf  her  own  reward  fhall  bring. 


THE    END    OP   THE   THIRD   ACT. 
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VOL.  I. 


PERSONS  OF  THE  DRAMA. 

Titus  Vespasian,  Emperor  of  Rome. 
ViTELLiA,  Daughter  to  the  Emperor  Vitellius. 
Servilia,  Sifter  to  Sextus,  in  love  with  Anniu^. 
Sextus,  Friend  of  Titus,  in  love  with  Vitellia. 
Annius,  Friend  of  Sextus,  in  love  with  Servilia. 

PUBLIUS,   PRiEFECT  of  the  Pr^TORS. 

Chorus  of  Senators  and  People. 
The  Scene  lies  in  Rome. 


TITUS. 
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The  apartments  of  Vitellia,  commanding  a 
^rofpe3  of  the  Tyber. 

Vitellia,  Sextus. 

Vtteh  But  wherefore,  Sextus,  doft  thou  Hill  re- 
turn 
To  fill  my  ears  with  fruitlefs  repetitions  ? 
I  know  that  Lentulus,  feduc'd  by  thee. 
Is  ripe  for  infurrec^ion  ;  that  his  friends 
Wait  but  the  lignal  to  begin  the  tumult ; 
That  when  the  flames  fhall  feize  the  Capitol, 
Thy  followers  will  unite  their  force  to  afTail 
Unguarded  Titus  ;  that  each  brave  aflbciate 
Will  for  diftincStion,  on  his  mantle  wear, 
O'er  his  right  arm,  a  badge  of  crimfon  hue. 
All  this  from  thee  a  thoufand  times  I've  heard ;    , 
But  fee  no  profpe6t  yet  for  my  revenge  : 
Or  muft  we  wait  till  Titus,  in  my  light. 
Shall  give  his  faithlefs  hand  to  Berenice, 
And  feat  her  on  the  throne  ufurp'd  from  nie  ?  • 
Speak — ^whence  this  long  delay  ? 

Sex.  Q  mighty  Gods ! 

a  2  Vite]. 
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Fitel.    What   means   that" figh  ?    Give  me  to 
know  the  caufe 
Of  thy  fo  frequent  and  myfterious  change. 
Whene'er  thou  leav'ft  me,  all  thy  foul  feems  fir'd 
Even  to  my  wifh ;'  but  when  again  I  fee  thee, 
Thou  art  cold,  irrefolute.  From  whence  this  ftrangc 
Perpetual  ftrife  of  boldnefs  and  timidity  ? 

Sex.  Then  hear,  Vitellia  ;  hear  my  fecret  heart. 
When  thou  art  prefent,  thou  haft  all  my  thoughts ; 
I  have  no  will  but  thine  ;  I  catch  thy  fury ; 
Eager  I  burn  to  avenge  thy  wrongs ;  and  Titus 
Appears  to  merit  all  thy  rage  can  tlireaten. 
But  when  I  leave  thee,  and  return  to  him. 
Forgive  me  while  I  fpeak  it,  Titus  then 
Appears  all  goodnefs,  and  difarms  my  purpofc. 

ViteL  Since  thus 

Sex.  Yet  ere  thou  chid'ft  me,  let  me  lay 
My  foul  before  thee  :  thou  requir'ft  revenge, 
But  Caefar  claims  my  faith  :  thy  proffer'd  love 
Impels  me  to  the  fatal  deed ;  but  Titus, 
With  ties  of  gratitude,  reftrains  my  hand  : 
Love  pleads  for  thee,  while  duty  pleads  for  him. 
Yet  oft  as  I  again  behold  Vitellia, 
I  find  new  charms  to  fafcinate  my  heart ; 
And  oft  as  I  again  contemplate  Tjtus, 
I  ftnd  new  virtues  claim  my  admiration. 
My  bofom  pants  to  prove  its  zeal  for  thee. 
But  dares  not  turn  a  traitor  to  its  prince. 

1  Alas! 
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Alas  !  I  cannot  live  if  thou  art  loft ; 
And,  if  I  gain  thee,  I  deteft  myfelf. 
Now  chide  me  if  thou  wilt. 

VlteL  Ungrateful,  no : 
Thou  meritft  not  my  anger. 

Sex.  Think,  Vitellia, 
Refle6l  once  more — Ah  !  let  us  not,  in  Titus, 
Deprive  the  world  of  all  it  holds  moft  dear, 
Take  from  ourfelves  a  friend,  from  Rome  a  father  ! 
Look  through  the  records  of  antiquity. 
You  feek  in  vain  his  equal :  can  your  mind 
Paint  one  more  generous  or  merciful  ? 
Speak  to  him  of  rewards,  his  treafures  feem 
Too  poor  to  anfwer  merit :  fpeak  of  punifhment, 
His  goodnefs  finds  excufe  for  every"  crime  : 
He  thefe  forgives  for  inexperienc'd  youth, 
And  thofe  for  hoary  age  :  in  fome  he  fpares 
The  unfullied  fame  of  an  illuftrious  houfe ; 
And  pities  others  for  their  abjedl  ftate. 
He  meafures  not  his  life  by  length  of  years. 
But  a6ls  of  goodnefs  done  ;  and  thinks  the  day 
Is  loft,  that  has  not  made  fome  fubje6i  happy. 

Vitel.  Yet  ftill  he  reigns 

Sex.  He  reigns,  'tis  true,  but  claims 
No  fervice  tliat  a  Roman  fcorns  to  pay. 
I  le  reigns  indeed,  but  o'er  fo  vaft  an  empire, 
While  Titus  watches  with  unceafing  care, 
What  envied  privilege  attends  his  ftation 

But 
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But  empty  titles,  and  the  name  of  Caefar, 
The  burden  his,  the  bleflings  all  our  own  ?    , 

Fltel.  And  dar'ft  thou  to  my  face,  with  odious 
praife. 
Extol  my  hated  foe  ?  Haft  thou  forgot 
This  hero,  fam'd  for  clemency,  enjoys 
The  throne  his  father  firft  ufurp'd  from  mine  ? 
And  has  he  not  betray'd,  nay  even  reduc'd  me 
(This  is  his  greateft  crime)  almoft  to  love  him  ? 
And  now,  perfidious !  to  recall  again 
His  Berenice  to  the  fhores  of  Tyber  ! 
He  might  at  leaft  from  Rome's  imperial  beauties 
Have  found  a  rival  worthier  of  Vitellia : 
But,  Sextus,  to  prefer  an  exile  to  me, 
A  rude  barbarian  queen — 

Sex.  Thou  know'ft,  Vitellia, 
That  Berenice  came  unbid  to  Rome. 

Vitel.  Relate  fuch  tales  to  inexperienc'd  child- 
hood : 
I  know  their  mutual  paffion,  know  what  tears 
Were  fhed  when  laft  they  parted  :  well  I  know 
He  treats  her  now  with  every  mark  of  honour. 
There  is  no  room  for  doubt — who  does  not  fee  it  ? 
Perfidious  !  he  adores  her  ftill ! — 

Sex.  Ah  !  princefs ! 
Are  you  then  jealous  ? 

VltcL  Jealous ! 

Sex.  Yes,  Vitellia. 

ritel 


ACT  I.]j  TITUS.  231 

FlteL  Mufl  I  be  jealous  then  unlefs  I  tamely 
Submit  to  bear  my  wrongs  without  repining  ? 

Sex,  And  yet 

VtteL  And  yet  thou  haft  not  heart  to  win  me  ! 

Sex.  O  were  I  free 

Vitel.  Thou  art — I  here  releafe  thee 
From  every  promife  made  :  I  (hall  not  want 
Some  nobler  hand  to  execute  my  vengeance. 

Sex.  Hear  me 

Vitel.  I've  heard  enough. 

Sex.  Yet  ftay '- 

Vttel.  Farewell ! 

Sex.  My  life  !  Vitellia  ! — ^O  forfake  me  not — 
Where  would'ft  thou  go  ?  Forgive  what  I  have  faid : 
I  was  to  blame — believe  me — I  repent : 
Speak,  fpeak,  diredl,  command  the  fword  of  Sextus, 
Thou  art  my  oracle,  my  fate's  in  thee. 

Vitel.  Before  the  fun  regain  the  weftern  waves, 
Let  Titus  perifh  ;  let  not 

« 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Annius. 

Ann.  Sextus,  Caefar 
Demands  thy  prefence. 

Vttel.  Lofe  not  thefe  fhort  moments 
Which  Titus  fteals  from  love  and  Berenice. 

3  Arm, 
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jinn.  Vitellia,   no — thou  wrong'fl:  our  mighty 
hero ; 
Not  more  is  Titus  ruler  of  the  world 
Than  mafter  of  himfelf :  for  Berenice 
At  his  command  already  is  departed,       O    ■  7 


Sex.  How,  Anhius  ! 


'.\i 


A< 


ritel.  Say  ft  thou  ? 

uinn.  Yes ;  you  well  may  gaze, 
When  Rome  with  joy  and  wonder  weeps  :  myfelf 
Can  fcarce  believe  it  true  ;  yet  I,  Vitellia, 
Was  witnefs  to  their  folemn  laft  farewell. 

Fifel.  O  my  reviving  hopes  !  [afide. 

Sex.  Triumphant  virtue  ] 
Vltel.  O  that  Vitellia  had  been  prefent  there. 
To  hear  that  haughty  beauty  rail  on  Titus  ! 

Ann.  No  ;  fhe  was  foftnefs  all  and  tendernefs  : 
She  went  indeed,  but  went  with  full  convidlion 
That  Titus  lov'd  her ;  that  his  heart  confefs'd. 
No  lefs  than  hers,  the  pangs  of  feparation. 

Vltel.  She  might  be  yet  deceiv'd. 

jinn.  Full  well  we  faw 
Titus  conftrain'd  ta  fummon  all  the  hero, 
To  quell  the  lover  rifing  in  his  bofom. 
*Tis  true,  he  conqucr'd,  but  with  painful  ftruggle  : 
He  funk  not  with  misfortune,  yet  he  felt 
Her  keeneft  arrows,  while  his  looks  confefs'd 
The  godlike  fufferings  of  determin'd  virtue  ; 

A  dreadful 


ACT  I.]  TITUS.  233 

A  dreadful  ftrife  and  painful  vidlory  ! 

Vitel.  Perhaps  I  was  too  warm,  and  Titus  yet 
May  prove  lefs  guilty  than  my  fears  preTag'd. 

[ajide, 
Sextus,  forbear  to  execute  my  orders ; 
All  is  not  yet  mature.  [afiih  to  Sextus. 

Sex.   [to  her.~\  Wilt  thou  forbid  me 
To  gaze  upon  thee,  to  lament  in  filence  ? 
Unjuft  Vitellia ! 

Vitel.  What  does  Sextus  mean  ? 
Of  what  doft  thou  complain  ? 

Sex.  Of  nothing — Heavens ! 
I  dare  not  fpeak,  though  torture  wrings  my  foul. 

Vitel.  If  thou  would' ft  hope  my  love  to  gain. 

Lay  by  thy  caufelefs  fears  ; 
Nor  with  perpetual  doubts  in  vain 

Moleft  Vitellia's  ears. 

Who  thinks  to  find  his  miftrefs  juft, 

Muft  ftill  her  truth  believe  ; 
But  he,  who  fears  her  faith  to  truft, 

InftmcSls  her  to  deceive.  [Exit, 


SCENE 
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SCENE    III. 

Sextus,  Annius. 

Jtnn.   Now,  Sextus,  is  the  time  to  make  mc 
happy;  -yHiVsu  ir/Jorj  .>    ./ 

I  have  thy  promife  for  Servilia's  hand. 
And  nothing  more  remains  but  Caefar's  fan6lion 
To  authorize  our  loves :  this  day,  my  friend. 
Thou  may'ft  obtain  it. 

Sex.  Annius,  thy  delire 
Becomes  a  law  to  Sextus.    I'm  impatient. 
No  lefs  than  thee,  till  our  long  faithful  friendfhip 
Js  ftrengthen'd  by  the  ties  of  fuch  alliance. 

Ann.  I  cannot  tafte  of  peace  without  Servilia. 

Sex.  And  who  fhall  rob  thee  of  thy  foul's  de- 
fire  ? 
Does  fhe  not  love  thee  with  the  tendereft  paflion  ? 
While  Sextus  breathes,  is  not  each  a6l  of  his 
Dev'oted  to  thee  ?  Is  not  Titus  juft  ? 

ui7in.    I  doubt  not  thefe— -and  yet  methinks  I 
fear. 


In 
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In  vain  I  feek  to  (ialm'to  reft 

The  heart  that  flutters  in  my  bread ; 

I  feel  my  foul  with  fears  opprefl, 

Yet  know  not  whence  they  flow. 
How  anxious  is  the  lover's  fate  ! 
Ten  thoufand  doubts  perplex  his  flate : 
Fond  hopes  of  future  blils  create;^ 

But  certain  prefent  woe.  [^Exif. 


SCENE    IV. 

Sextus  alone. 

Aflifl:  me,  Gods !  by  flow  degrees  I  lofe 
Dominion  o'er  myfelf :  this  fatal  pafl[ion 
Engrofl^es  all  my  thoughts  -.  Vitellia  fliines 
The  fl:ar  that  guides  my  fate  :  the  haughty  fair 
Perceives  her  power,  and  cruelly  infults  rrie  ; 
And  yet  I  dare  not  murmur.     O  the  force 
Of  fov' reign  beauty  !  you  who  hold  from  Heaven 
This  envied  gift,  take  not  by  her  example  : 
Rule  o'er  mankind,  but  ride  with  milder  fway. 

Let  rebel  minds  receive  your  chain, 
•    With  rigour  there  your  power  maintain ; 
But  thofe,  whofe  hearts  your  reign  confefs, 
With  barbarous  pleafure  ne'er  opprefs. 


No 
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No  Thracian  is  fo  cniel  found,  r 

In  diftant  Thrace's  favage  ground. 
But  {pares  the  wretch,  who  cafts  away 
His  recreant  arms,  and  yields  the  day.  \_Exil. 

SCENE    V. 

The  fcene  reprefenis  a  place  before  the  temple  of 
Jupiter  Stator,  celebrated  for  the  meeting  of 
the  Senate:  behind  is  a  view  of  part  of  the 
Roman  Forum,  decorated  with  arches,  obelifks 
and  trophies :  on  the  ftde  is  a  difiant  profpe6i  of 
the  Palatine-hill,  and  a  great  part  of  the  facred 
way :  a  front  view  of  the  Capitol,  which  is 
afcended  by  a  magnificent  flight  of  fieps. 

PuBLius  and  the  Roman  Senators :  the  Deputies  of 
the  ftd>je£l  provinces  attending  to  prefent  their 
annual  trdmte  to  the  Senate.  While  the  enfuing 
Chorus  is  fung,  Titus  defcends  from  the  Capitol, 
preceded  by  the  Liclors,  followed  by  the  Vrators, 
accompanied  by  Sextus  and  Annius,  and  fur^ 
rounded  by  a  jiumerous  crowd  of  people. 

Chorus. 

O  guardian  Gods !  in  whom  we  truf? 

To  watch  the  Roman  fate  ; 
Preferve  in  Titus,  brave  and  juft, 

The  glory  of  the  ftate  ! 

^  ,  For 
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For  ever  round  our  Caefar's  brows 

The  facred  laurel  bloom : 
In  him,  for  whom  we  breathe  our  vows, 

Prel'erve  the  weal  of  Rome.  . 

Ijong  may  your  glorious  gift  remain, 
'  "v      And  long  our  times  adorn; 
So  fhall  this  age  the  envy  gain 
Of  ages  yet  unborn. 

8iH 

Pub.   This  day  the  Senate  llile  thee,  mighty 
Cc^efar, 
The  father  of  thy  country  ;  never  yet 
More  juft  in  their  decree. 

jinn.  Thou  art  not  only 
Thy  country's  father,  but  her  guardian  Godi/l-jV 
And  (ince  thy  virtues  have  already  foar'd 
Beyond  mortality,  receive  thofe  honours 
We  pay  to  Heaven.     The  Senate  have  decreed 
To  build  a  ftately  temple,  where  thy  name 
Shall  ftand  enroU'd  among  the  powers  dii-ine. 
And  Tyber  worfhip  at  the  fane  of  Titus. 

Pub.  Thefe  treafures,  gather'd  from  the  annual 
tribute 
Of  fubjedl  provinces,  we  dedicate 
To  efFe(5l  this  pious  work  :  difdain  not,  Titus, 
This  public  token  of  our  grateful  homage. 

Tit.  Romans !  believe  that  every  wifh  of  Titus, 
Is  center'd  in  your  love  ;  but  let  not  therefore, 

Your 
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Your  love,  forgetful  of  its  proper  bounds, 

Reflc6l  difgrace  on  Titus,  or  yourfelves. 

Is  there  a  name  more  dear,  more  tender  to  me, 

Than  father  of  my  people  ?  Yet  even  this 

I  rather  feek  to  merit  than  obtain. 

^My  foul  would  imitate  the  mighty  Gods 

By  virtuous  deeds,  but  fhudders  at  the  thought 

Of  impious  emulation.     He  who  dares 

To  rank  himfelf  their  equal,  forfeits  all 

His  future  title  to  their  guardian  care. 

O  !   fatal  folly  when  prefumptuous  pride 

Forgets  the  weaknefs  of  mortality  ! 

Yet  think  not  I  reflife  your  profFer'd  treafures. 

Their  ufe  alone  be  chang'd. ^Then  hear  my 

purpofe. 
Vefuvius,  raging  with  unwonted  fury. 
Pours  from  her  gaping  jaws  a  lake  of  fire. 
Shakes  the  firm  earth,  and  fpreads  deflru6lion  round 
The  fubjedl  fields  and  cities :  trembhng  fly 
The  pale  inhabitants,  while  all  who  'fcape 
The  Haming  ruin,  meagre  want  purfues. 
Behold  an  obje6l  claims  your  thoughts ;  difpenfc 
The'fe  treafures  to  relieve  our  fufFering  brethren : 
Thus,  Romans !  thus  your  temple  build  for  Titus. 
u4nn.  O  truly  great ! 

Pub.  How  poor  were  all  rewards, 
IJow  poor  were  praife  to  fuch  tranfcendent  virtue ! 

0 

Chorus. 

■  **• 
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Chorus. 

O  guardian  Gods  !  in  whom  we  traft 

To  watch  the  Roman  fate  ; 
Preferve  in  Titus,  brave  and  juft. 

The  glory  of  the  flate. 

T/V.   Enough — enough Sextus,  my  friend, 

draw  near ;  ,1*  A 

Depart  not,  Annius  :  all  befides  retire;  riin  '\i\\\\}\ 
[all  go  out  hit  Titus,  Sextus  and  'Anniiis. 

Ann.  Now,  Sextus,  plead  my  caufe.' 

[afde  to  Sextus. 

Sex.  And  could  you,  fir, 
Refign  your  beauteous  queen  ? — — 

Tit.  Alas !  my  Sextus,  ^ 

That  moment  fure  was  dreadful — ^yet  I  thought — 
No  more 'tis  paft  !  the  ftruggle's  o'er  !  flie's 

gone!  tftoiaisL 

Thanks  to  the  Gods !  I've  gain  d  the  painful  con- 

queft ; 
Tis  juft  I  now  complete  the  tafk  begun : 
The  greater  part  is  done  ;  the  lefs  remains. 

Sex.  What  more  remains,  my  lord  ?    .    , 

Tit.  To  take  from  Rome 
The  leaft  fufpicion  that  the  hand  of  Titus 
Shall  e'er  be  join'd  in  marriage  to  the  queen. 

Sex,  For  this  the  queen's  departure  may  fuffice. 
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Tit.  No,  Sextus ;  once  before  fhe  left  our  city. 
And  yet  return'd — twice  have  we  met,  the  third 
May  prove  a  fatal  meeting  :  while  my  bed 
Receives  no  other  partner,  all  who  know 
My  foul's  afFe6lion,  may  with  (how  of  reafon 
Believe  the  place  referv'd  for  Berenice.    | 
Too  deeply  Rome  abhors  the  name  of  queen, 
But  wifhes  on  the  Imperial  feat  to  view 
A  daughter  of  her  own^ — let  Titus  then 
Fulfill  the  wifh  of  Rome.     Since  love  in  vain 
Form'd  my  firll  choice,  let  firiendfhip  fix  the  i^- 

Sextus,  to  thee  fliall  Caefar's  blood  unite  ; 
This  day  thy  fifler  is  my  bride 

Sex.  Servilia  ?  ■     .    .  > 

Tit.  Servilia. 

An7i.  Wretched  Annius !  [afide. 

Sex.  O  ye  Gods ! 
Annius  is  loft  !  [afide. 

Tit.  Thou  hear'ft  not ;  fpeak,  my  friend/ 
What  means  this  filence  ? 

Sex.  Can  I  fpeak,  my  lord  ? 

Your  goodnefs  overwhelms  my  grateful  mind 

Fain  would  I 

jinn.  Sextus  fuffers  for  his  friend  !  [afide. 

Tit.  Declare  thyfelf  with  freedom,  every  wifli 
Shall  find  a  grant. 

Sex. 
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Sex.  Be  juft,  my  foul,  to  Annius-  [a/i^ie. 

Ann.  Annius,  be  firm.  \afide. 

Sex.  O  Titus 

Ann.  Mighty  Caefar ! 
I  know  the  heart  of  Sextus :  from  our  infancy 
A  mutual  tendernefs  has  grown  between  us. 
I  read  his  thoughts ;  with  modeft  eflimation 
He  rates  his  worth,  as  difproportion'd  far 
To  fuch  alhance,  nor  refle(5ts  that  Caefar 
Ennobles  whom  he  favours.     Sacred  iir  ! 

Purfue  your  purpofe. Can  a  bride  be  found 

More  worthy  of  the  empire  or  yourfelf  ? 
Beauty  and  virtue  in  Servilia  meet ; 
She  feem'd,  whene'er  I  view'd  her,  born  to  reign ; 
And  what  I  oft  prefag'd,  your  choice  confirms. 

Sex.  Is  this  the  voice  of  Annius  ?  Do  I  dream  ? 

\_ajide. 

Tit.  'Tis  well :  thou,  Annius,  with  difpatchful 
care. 
Convey  the  tidings  to  her. — Come,  my  Sextus, 
Cafl  every  vain  and  anxious  thought  afide  : 
Thou  fhalt  with  me  fo  far  partake  of  greatnefs, 
I  will  exalt  thee  to  fuch  height  of  honour. 
That  little  of  the  diftance  fhall  remain 
At  which  the  Gods  have  plac'd  thee  now  from 
■Titus. 

Sex.  Forbear,  my  lord,  O  !  moderate  this  good* 

nefs, 
VOL.  I.  R  Left 


242  TITUS.  [act  I, 

Left  Sextiis,  poor  and  bankrupt  in  his  thanks. 
Appear  ungrateful  for  the  gifts  of  Caefar. 

Tit.  What  would'ft  thou  leave  me_,  friend,  if 
thou  deny' ft  me 
The  glorious  privilege  of  doing  good  ? 

This  fruit  the  monarch  boafts  alone. 
The  only  fruit  that  glads  a  throne  : 
All,  all  befides  is  toil  and  pain, 
Where  flavery  drags  the  galling  chain. 

Shall  I  my  only  joy  forego  ? 

No  more  my  kind  protection  fhow. 

To  thofe  by  fortune's  frown  purfu'd  ? 
No  more  exalt  each  virtuous  friend,    > 
No  more  a  bounteous  hand  extend. 

To  enrich  the  worthy  and  the  good  ! 

[Exit  with  Sextus. 

SCENE    VI. 

Annius  aJone, 

Shall  I  repent  ? O  no I've  adled  well. 

As  fuits  a  generous  lover :  had  I  now 
Depriv'd  her  of  the  throne,  to  enfure  her  mine, 
I  might  have  lov'd  myfelf,  but  not  Serv'ilia. 
Lay  by,  my  heart,  thy  wonted  tendernefs ; 
She  who  was  late  thy  miftrefs,  is  become 
Thy  fovereign ;  let  thy  paffion  then  be  chang'd 
a  To 
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To  diftant  homage but,  behold,  (he's  here  ! — 

O  Heaven  !  methinks  ilie  ne'er  before  appear'd 
So  beauteous  in  my  eyes ! 

SCENE    VII. 

Enter  Servilia. 

Serv.  My  life,  my  love  ! 

Ann,  Ceafe,  ceafe,  Servilia ;  for  'tis  criminal 
To  call  me  flill  by  thofe  endearing  names. 

Serv.  And  wherefore  ? 

Ann.  Caefar  has  eledled  thee 

O  torture  ! for  the  partner  of  his  bed 


He  bade  me  bring  myfelf 1  cannot  bear  it — 

The  tidings  to  thee O  my  breaking  heart ! 

And  I 1  have  been  once^— — I  tdniiot  fpeak  ! 

Emprefs,  farewell ! 

Serv.  What  may  this  mean  ? — ^Yet  ftay — 
Servilia  Caefar's  wife  ! Ah  !  why  ? 

Ann.  Becaufe 
Beauty  and  virtue  never  can  be  found 
More  worthy  of  the  throne.-^My  life ! — OHeaven! 
What  would  I  dare  to  fay  ? — Permit  me^  emprefs. 
Permit  me  to  retire. 

Serv.  And  wilt  thou  leave  me 
In  this  confufioh  ?  Spedk,  rekte  at  full 
By  what  ftrange   means,    declare   each   circum- 
ftance— 

R  2  Ann* 
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Ann.   I'm  loft  unlefs  I  go My  heart's  bed 

treafure  ! 

My  tongue  its  wonted  theme  purfues, 
Accuftom'd  on  thy  name  to  dwell ; 

Then  let  my  former  love  excufe 
What  from  my  lips  unwary  fell. 

I  hop'd  that  reafon  would  fuffice 

To  calm  th'  emotions  love  might  raife  : 

But,  ah !  unguarded,  fond  furprife 

Each  fecret,  I  would  hide,  betrays.      [Exit, 


SCENE    VIII. 

Servilia  alone. 

Shall  I  be  wife  to  Caefar  !  in  one  moment 
Diflblve  my  former  ties !  conlign  to  oblivion 

Such  wondrous  faith  ? Ah,  no  !   from  me  the 

throne 
Can  never  merit  fuch  a  facrifice  : 
Fear  it  not,  Annius,  it  (hall  never  be. 

Thee  long  I've  lov'd,"  and  ftill  I'll  love ; 
Thou  wert  the  firft,  and  thou  fhalt  prove 

The  laft  dear  obje6l  of  my  flame. 
The  love  which  firft  our  breaft  infpires, 
When  free  from  guilt,  fuch  ftrength  acquires. 

It  lafts  till  death  confumes  our  frame.  [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    IX. 

^n  aparf merit  in  the  Imperial  palace,  upon  the 
Palatine-hill. 

Titus,  Publius  with  a  paper. 

Tit.  What  means  that  paper,  Publius  ? 

Fuh.  This  contains 
The  names  of  thofe  who  rafhly  have  defam'd 
The  facred  memory  of  our  Caefars  dead. 

Tit.  Such  inquilition,  ufelefs  now  to  them. 
Can  only  furnifh  fraud  with  various  ways 
To  enfnare  the  innocent :  I  from  this  hour 
Abolifh  it,  and  that  the  informer's  guile 
Henceforth  may  Hand  defeated  of  its  aim, 
I  here  decree  the  accufer  fhall  incur 
The  penalties  that  wait  upon  the  guilty. 

Fub.  Butjuftice : 

Tit.  O  !  if  juftice  ihould  exert 
Her  utmoft  rigour,  foon  the  earth  would  prove 

A  lonely  wafte. ^Where  fhall  we  find  the  man 

Within  whofe  breaft  no  guilt,  no  little  frailty 
Has  ever  lurk'd  ?  Let  us  but  view  ourfelves. 
Believe  me,  feldom  has  a  judge  been  known 
Free  from  that  crime  for  which  he  dooms  the  of- 
fender. 

Pub.  Yet  furely  punilhments 

Ttu 
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Tit.  If  thefe  are  frequent, 
They  lofe  their  weight ;  and  chaftifement  becomes 
Famihar  to  the  wicked  ;  they  perceive 
What  numbers  are  partakers  in  their- guilt : 
'Tis  dangerous  to  proclaim  how  few  are  virtuous. 

Pub.  But  fome  there  are^  my  lord,  whofe  dar- 
ing tongues 
Have  even  attack'd  your  nam,e. 

TiL  And  what  imports  it  ? 
If  thoughtlefs  levity  incite  them,  to  it, 
I  heed  then?,  not ;  if  foUy,  they've  my  pity ; 
If  juftice  prompt  them,  I  am  thankful  for  it ; 
And  if  they're  urg'd  by  malice,  I  forgive  them. 

Pub.  At  kail 


S  C  E  N  E     X. 

Enter  Servilia. 

iS^rr;.  Thus  proftrate  at  the  feet  of  Caefar- 
Tit.  Servilia  !  J^mprefs ! 
Serv.  O  my  lord  !  forbear ; 


Firft  hear  me,  ere  you  grace  me  with  fuch  titles ; 
I  come  to  unfold  a  weighty  fecret 

Tit.  Publius, 
Withdraw  awhile,  but  wait  within 


[Publius  retires^ 

Serv.  That  you, 
O  generous  monarch  !  from  the  numerous  fair 

That 
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That  grace  yovtr  court,  all  worthier  far  than  I, 

Should  on  Servilia  fix  to  fhare  the  bed 

Of  mighty  Csefar,  is  fo  vafl  an  honour. 

As  might  with  tranfport  warm  the  coldeft  breaft.  ■ 

I  know  the  value  of  the  proffer'd  glory, 

I  would  be  grateful,  and  muft  fhow  it  thus. 

Your  choice  is  turn'd  on  one,  whom  yet,  perhaps, 

You  little  know,  and  I  fhould  wrong  your  goodnefs 

By  further  lilence,  therefore  come  to  lay 

My  foul  before  you. 

Tit.  Speak. 

Serv.  The  earth  has  none 
That  more  adores  your  virtues  than  Servilia ; 
For  you  I'm  all  refpe(9:  and  admiration. 
But  for  my  heart be  not  difpleas'd 

Tif.  Go  on.  '     , 

Serv.  My  heart,  my  lord,  no  more  is  mine ; 
for  this 
Has  Annius  long  pofTefs'd  ;  ere  yet  I  knew  it, 
I  lov'd  him,  and  have  felt  no  fecond  paffion  ; 
A  mutual  fympathy  infpir'd  our  fouls  ; 
And,  O  !  I  find  I  never  fhall  forget  him. 
Even  from  the  throne  my  mind  would  Hill  purfuc 
Its  wonted  courfe.    I  know  'tis  criminal 
To  oppofe  the  will  of  Caefar  :  yet  my  duty 
Bids  me  reveal  my  thoughts  before  my  fovereign : 
Then  if  he  flill  perfifl  in  his  delign 
To  take  me  for  his  bride,  my  hand  is  his. 

Tit. 
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Tit.  I  thank  ye,  Gods !  this  once,  at  lead,  I've 

feen 
Truth  undifguis'd ;  at  length  I've  met  with  one 
Who  ventures  to  difpleafe  by  fpeech  lincere. 
Thou  canft  not  tell,  Servilia,  how  thou  charm'ft 

me ; 
How  haft  thou  given  me  double  caufe  of  wonder  ! 
Annius  prefers  thy  glory  to  his  peace  ; 
And  thou  refufeft  empire,  to  preferve 
Thy  faith  to  him  :  and  (hall  I  then  deftroy 
Such  love  and  conflancy  ? — Ah  !  no — the  heart 
Of  Titus  breeds  not  fuch  ungenerous  thoughts. 
My  daughter  (thou  fhalt  find  me  now  thy  father. 
And  not  thy  confort)  banifh  from  thy  breaft 
Each  needlefs  doubt ;  for  Annius  is  thy  hufband  : 
Myfelf  will  join  the  wifh'd-for  knot.    May  Heaven 
Vouchfafe  with  me  to  blefs  the  happy  nuptials. 
And  may  from  you  a  future  race  proceed. 
To  glad  your  country  with  their  parents'  virtues ! 

Serv.  O  Titus  !  Emperor  !  Joy  of  human  kind  I 
How  fhall  my  grateful  foul  exprefs 

Tit.  Servilia, 
If  thou  would' fl  fhow  thy  gratitude  to  Caefar, 
Infpire  each  mind  with  candour  like  thy  own. 
Proclaim  it  to  the  world,  that  more  I  prize 
The  harfheft  truth,  than  falfehood's  flattering  voice. 


Did 
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Did  every  fubje6l  near  the  throne. 
Like  thee  a  mind  lincere  poflefs ; 

Such  cares  would  not  furround  a  crown, 
But  all  be  happinefs  aiid  peace.  ; 

The  rulers  of  mankind  no  more 

Would  fearch  in  vain  the  fecret  heart ; 

No  longer  truth  difguis'd  explore 

Through  all  the  mazy  wiles  of  art.       [Exit, 

SCENE    XI. 

Enter  Vitellia. 

Serv.  O  happy  day  !  \_to  Tterfelf, 

Vit^h  May  I  before  my  fovereign 
Pay  down  the  tribute  of  my  earlieft  homage ; 
Adore  that  face,  for  which  the  breafl  of  Titus, 
Wounded  by  love,  has  loft  its  wonted  peace  ? 

Serv,  Infulting  woman  !  yet  for  my  revenge 
Let  her  be  ftill  deceiv'd — \aftde^ — Farewell  1 

Vttel.  Servilia 

Already  deigns  not  to  behold  me. Heavens ! 

And  does  fhe  thus  depart,  forfake  me  thus } 

Serv.  Complain  not  if  I  now  depart. 
Or,  if  thou  wilt,  complain  of  love ; 

Love  rules  the  motions  of  my  heart. 
And  where  he  calls  my  feet  muft  move. 

Nor 
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Nor  deem  it  ftrange,  that  from  thy  fight,:  CI 
Tranfported  thus  rm  borne  away 

By  that  excefs  of  va-ft  delight. 

That  leads*  my  every  fenfe  aftray.  ^Exif, 

!   SCENE    XII. 

ViTELLiA  alone. 

And  muft  I  fufFer  fuch  difdainful  treatment  ? 
With  what  contempt  already  fhe  beholds  me  ! 
Inhuman  Titus !  is  it  not  enough, 
^That  Berenice  was  to  me  preferr'd  ? 
Am  I  the  lowed  then  of  woman-kind  ? 
All,  all  are  worthy  thee  except  Vitellia  ! 
Tremble,  ungrateful  man,  to  think  thou  wrong'ft 

me : 
This  day  thy  blood 

SCENE    XIU, 

Enter  Sextus. 

Sex.  My  life  !, 

Fitel.  What  tidings  bring'ft  thou  ? 

Say,  is  the  Capitol  in  flames  ? Confum'd  ? — r 

Where,  where  is  Lentulus  ? — Is  Titus  punifh'd  ? 

Sex.  Nothing  has  yet  been  done. 

Fitel.  Ha  1  nothing  done  ! 

ir.'..  And 
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And  doft  thou  yet  return  fo  boldly  to  me  ? 
What  are  thy  merits  that  thou  dar'ft  prefume 
To  call  me  now  thy  life  ? 

Sex.  'Twas  your  command 
The  blow  fhould  be  fufpended. 

Fitel.  Haft  thou  not  ^ 

Heard  of  my  laft  affront  ?  And  doft  thou  fiill     \ 
Wait  for  a  fecond  bidding  ?  Tell  me  how 
Thou  e'er  wilt  hope  to  be  efteem'd  a  lover, 
When  thou  fo  little  canft  explore  my  thoughts  ? 

Sex.  O  !  might  one  caufe  but  juftify 

Filel.  One  caufe  ? 
Thou  haft  a  thoufand — let  what  paffion  will 
Dire6l  and  hold  dominion  o'er  thy  heart. 
Is  fame  thy  wifh  ?  I  bid  thee  free  thy  country. 
Shake  off  her  chains,  and  crown  thy  name  with 

honour : 
Our  age  fhall  boaft  her  Brutus.     Is  thy  foul 
For  great  ambition  form'd  ?  Behold  a  path 
To  empire  open  :  tly)fe  that  own  my  caufe. 
My  friends,  are  thine,  my  title  to  the  throne 
I  will  enforce  for  thee.     Say,  can  this  hand 
Complete  thy  happinefs  ?  Receive  it  now. 
Fly,  fly  with  fpeed  ;  revenge  me,  I  am  thine  : 
Return  all  ftain'd  with  his  perfidious  blood  : 
Thou  fhalt  become  my  only  joy,  my  blefling, 

My  foul's  beft  treafure. Will  not  this  fufhce  ? 

^ear  yet,  and  after  linger  if  thou  canft  : 

Know 
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Know  then  that  Titus  till  this  hour  I've  lov'd. 
That  this  alone  produc'd  my  fcorn  for  thee : 
That,  if  he  lives,  I  may  perhaps  repent ; 
That  even  again,  (I  dare  not  truft  myfelf) 

I  may  return  to  love  him. Now,  be  gone  : 

If  love,  ambition,  glory  will  not  move  thee  ; 
If  thou  canft  bear  to  hear  a  rival's  name, 
A  rival  who  may  rob  thee  of  my  heart, 
Thou'rt  then  a  wretch  beneath  Vitellia's  fcorn. 

Sex.  How  many  ways  am  I  befet ! — Enough, 
Forbear  ! — ^Thou  haft  infpir'd  me  now,  Vitellia, 
With  all  thy  fiiry  :  foon  fhalt  thou  behold 
The  Capitol  in  flames,  and  view  this  fword 

Plung'd  in  the  breaft  of  Titus ^^Mighty  "Gods ! 

What  fudden  coldnefs  freezes  in  my  veins  1 

Fifel.  Why  art  thou  thoughtful  thus  ? 

Sex.  Alas  !  Vitellia 

Fitel.  I  know  it  well already  thou  repent'ft. 

Sex.  No,  I  repent  not — but 


Fit.  No  more  perplex  me.-s — 
I  fee,  ingrate  !  thy  paflion  is  but  feign' d  ; 
Fool  that  I  was !  I  thought  thy  words  ftncere. 

And  almoft  I  began  to  love  thee Hence, 

Avoid  my  fight,  and  think  of  me  no  more  ! 

Sex.  Yet  hold— for,  O  !  I  yield  :  already  fee 
I  fly  to  ferve  you. 

Fiul.  I  can  truft  no  further ; 
Thou  wilt  anew  deceive  me,  in  the  midft 

I  Of 
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Of  adlion  thou'lt  again  remember 

Sex.  No: 
Punifh  me,  Love,  if  I  again  deceive  you. 

PluL  Hafte  then  :  what  mean*il  thou  ?  Where- 
fore hnger  thus  } 

Sex,  I  go  :  meantime  thy  fcorn  reflrain, 
Reflore  me  to  thy  grace  again, 
And  nothing  fhalt  thou  afk  in  vain*; 

I'll  adt  whate'er  thou  canft  require. 
O  !  look,  and  every  fcruple  dies ; 
To  avenge  thy  caufe  thy  lover  flies ; 
The  charms  of  thofe  all-conquering  eyes 

Alone  fhall  his  remembrance  fire.  [^Exif. 


SCENE    XIV. 

.     ViTELLiA  alone. 

Yes,  JTitus,  thou  (halt  find  this  flighted  beauty 
Is  not  fo  mean ;  at  leafl  it  can  fuffice 
To  taint  the  allegiance  of  thy  neareft  friends, 
If  found  too  weak  to  bend  thy  flubborn  heart : 
Thou  fhalt  repent 


SCENE 
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SCENE     XV. 

Enter  Publius. 

Puh,  Vitellia  ! — art  thou  here  ? 
O  fly  !  for  Csefar  hades  to  thy  apartment. 

Vitel.  Caefar  !  why  feeks  he  me  ? 

Pub.  And  know'ft  thou  not 
He  has  ele6ted  thee  his  confort  ? 

Fitel.  Publius, 
VitelUa  brooks  but  ill  to  be  derided. 

Puh.  Derided  !  Csefar  comes  himfelf  to  afk 
Of  thee  confent. 

Fttel.  Servilia  then 

Puh.  Servilia, 
Whate'er  the  caufe,  rejedled  ftands. 

Fitel.  And  I 

Pub.  Thou  art  our  emprefs.     Princefs,  let  ujj 

•     go; 

Caefar  expecSts  thee. 

Fitel.  Stay  awhile O  Heaven  ! 

Sextus  !— -unhappy  me  ! — Sextus ! — he's  gone. 
Run,  Publius,  feek  him  out — no — rather  hafte — 
O  I  have  let  my  rage  too  far  tranfport  me  !  [afide. 
Art  thou  not  gone  yet  ? 

^^pub.  Whither  fhould  I  go  ? 

Fitel 
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Fltel.  To  Sextus,  hafle. 

Pub.  What  would'ft  thou  have  me  fay  ? 

Vitel.  Bid  him  return  to  me  this  inftant ;  fly — 
Let  him  not  lofe  a  moment. 

Puh.  I  am  gone. 
How  much  excefs  of  joy  diflradls  our  fenfe  !   , 

\afide.'\  Exit, 

SCENE    XVI. 

/  ViTELLiA  alone. 

What  dreadful  maze  is  this  ?  Ah !  deareft  Titus ! 

I  own  I've  been  unjuft and,  O  !  if  Sextus 

Should  have  effected  what  my  rage  enjoin' d. 
How  wretched  then  mull  be  Servilia's  lot ! 
But  wherefore  fhould  I  raife  fuch  fatal  omens  ? 
Yet  what  if  Titus  fhould  repent  his  choice  ? 
And  why  repent  ?  What  caufe  have  I  to  fear  it  ? 
How  many  different  thoughts  poffefs  my  mind  ! 
I'm  now  tranfported,  now  again  I  fear ; 
And  all  within  my  breafl  is  wild  confufion. 

Poor  panting  heart,  and  wilt  thou  never 

Reft  within  thy  troubled  feat  ? 
Shall  I  view  the  moment  ever 

Thou  fhalt  ceafe  a  while  to  beat  ? 

Cruel 
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Cruel  ftars  !  that  thus  torment  me  ; 

Fortune  fhifts  with  me  in  vain  : 
Pleafure's  felf  cannot  content  me, 

Plcafure  turns  with  me  to  pain.  [Exif. 


END  OP  THE  FIRST  ACT. 
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"O* 


'"^C  T    II.     SCENE    I. 

^^-PORTICOES, 

Sextus  alone,  with  the  badge  of  the  confprators 
^u'Aiv.  Upon  his  mantle,       u  ,i>iUiri  h^.   I 

Ye   Gods !    what  means  this  fudden  terror ! 
whence 
This  tumult  at  my  heart !  I  freeze  !  I  fhake  ! 

I  go  and  ftop  by  turns each  breath  of  air, 

Each  fhadow  makes  me  flart 1  did  not  think 

It  could  have  prov*d  fo  hard  to  be  a  villain.— 

But  let  us  now  complete  our  work  begun  : 
Already  at  my  lignal  Lentulus 
Advances  towards  the  Capitol,  while  I 

Muft  rufh  on  Titus at  the  precipice 

I've  fet  my  foot,  and  dire  neceffity  •^';^ 

Muft  plunge  me  headlong  down  to  final  ruin.  - 

Yet,  if  I  perifh,  let  me  fall  with  courage 5 

With  courage  ?  Shall  a  traitor  boaft  of  courage  } 
Unhappy  Sextus ! — ha  !  art  thou  a  traitor  ? 
O  dreadful  name  !  yet  this  thou  feek'ft  to  gain. 
And  whom  would'ft  thou  betray  ?    The  greateft, 

beft, , 
The  mildeft  prince  on  earth  ;  to  whom  thou  ow'ft 
All  that  thou  haft  been,  all  thou  art.     Is  this 
His  recompenfei  Was  it  for  this  he  rais'd  thee, 

VOL.  I.  s  That 
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That  thou  might'ft  lift  thy  murderous  hand  againft 
him  ? 

No firfl  gape  earth  and  fwallow  me — ^Vitellia, 

My  heart  will  ne'er  confent  to  aid  thy  fury  : 
O  rather,  ere  I  fee  my  guilt  completed, 
Let  me  fall  down  and  at  his  feet  expire  ! 

Now,  now  the  horrid  plot  is  ripe  for  a6iiori  ! ^' 

Then  hade,  O  hafte  !  be  Lentulus  prevented. 

And  as  it  will  let  fate  difpofe  the  reft r 

Ye  powers !  what  do  I  fee  !  the  Capitol 

Already  burft  in  flames yes,  Lentulus.. 

Has  now  begun  the  fatal  enterprize  ^  ,,  ,;y  f, 
And  my  remorfe  perhaps  may  come  too  Ute 


Eternal  Gods !  preferve  the  life  of  Titus,    \_gom^, 

:  ij'fj  Tiio  M-jfqtno'j  won  tu  i^i  iuiT 

SCENE    Ih'vm-JiixbBv.lk 

.    Enfer  Annius.  ,. 

•0  nhji  ...... 

jinn.  Sextus,  where  doft  thou  hafte.  ^{^i  iH  sv  i 

Sex.  I  go,  my  friend—        ^^  -•-  ^^^H  ^'■-''^■ 

O  Gods-!  detain  me  not.    3^  ^f  -^^^'^n  ^ ^^    '  ^ 

'jinn.  But  Whither  go'ftth6ii'r  ' -2-^^'>-^  -    *' 

.S"^*.  I  go — r— -thou  for  my  Ihame  too  foon  wilt 
learn.  ,    ■,.,.  .  [hxtt, 

.  »fl9d 
j^ilj  mofltvot  ;  li ni;3  no  SDtmq  flobiim  srlT 
\^.  z\     .HL  i/.iit)  li/:  <if^od  flJsH  uoflJ  irAi  \\A 
::  b'«£l  5^1  >Jr:J  vSX  lr  enV/   io>r.3qf:SCEN£" 
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SCENE    III. 

Annius  alone. 

Thou  for  my  fliame  too  foon  wilt  learn  !  What 

fectet 
Lurks  in  thefe  words !   And  why  conceal' d  from 

Annius  ? 
What  mean,  ye  powers !  thofe  ghaftly  looks  !  that 

fpeech 
Confus'd  ?  Does  any  danger  threaten  Sextus  ? 
Sure  then  a  faithful  friend  Ihould  not  forfake  him ; 
Let  me  purfue  his  fteps.  "'  '  [^gom^. 

S  C  E  N  E    IV. 

Enter  Seryilia. 

Servi  At  length,  my  Annius, 
Again  I've  found  thee  ! 

Ann.  O  my  foul's  delight ! 
How  do  I  Hand  indebted  to  thy  love  ! 
I  will  return  this  inilant :  pardon  now 
This  hafly  parting  from  thee. 

Serv.  Wherefore  would'fl  thou 
IjCave  me  fo  foon  \  ^  •  -^  i  -^  y^»--^ 

si  '  SCENE 
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SCENE    V. 

Enter  Publius  and  Gtuirds, 

Tub.  Annius,  what  doft  thou  here  ? 
All  Rome's  in  tumult ;  and  the  Capitol 
Is  iiird  with  fpreading  flames,  while  thou  canft 

wafle, 
Without  a  blufh,  the  hours  in  thoughtlcfs  love. 

Serv,  O  heavenly  powers  ! 

Ann.  The  words  of  Sextus  now 
Fill  me  with  double  terror ^let  me  feek  him.  , 

Serv,  And  wilt  thou  leave  me  thus  in  danger  ? 

Ann.  Gods  I 
My  heart's  divided  between  love  and  friendfhip  I 
O  Publius !  guard  her  for  my  fake  ;  in  her 
My  life's  fole  treafure  I  intruft  to  thee.         [Exit. 

S  C  E  N  E    VI.  r 

Servilia,  Publius,  Guards. 

Serv.  Publius,  what  fatal  accident  is  this  ? 

Pub.  Heaven  grant  it  prove  no  more  than  acci- 
dent. 
And  not  the  work  of  fome  dark-dealing  hand, 
That  with  a  black  defign  has  rais'd  thefe  flames* 

Serv. 
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Serv.  Thou  mak'ft  my  blood  run  cold. 

Puh.  Return,  Servilia, 
To  thy  abode,  and  do  not  fear.    I  leave 
Thefe  guards  for  thy  defence.    Meantime  I  hafte 
To  find  Vitellia.    Titus  bade  me  feek 
And  fhield  you  both  from  danger. 

Serv.  Can  it  be  ? 
Has  Titus  leifure  to  refle6l  on  us  ? 

Puh,  Yes ;  Titus  thinks  on  all.  His  wifdom  ftill 
Provides  for  all  amidft  the  general  tumult ; 
Takes  every  meafure  that  may  fruftrate  treafon. 
And  re-eftablifh  peace.     O  !  had  you  feen  him 
Dire6l  the  motions  of  the  populace  ; 
The  bold  he  curbs,  the  fearful  he  incites ; 
^Threats,  praifes,  promifes,  in  every  fhape 
His  wifdom  us'd ;  in  him  at  once  we  fee 
Rome's  great  defender,  and  the  foldier's  dread. 
The  friend,  the  prince,  the  citizen  and  father. 

Serv.  But  thus  furpris'd,  how  could  he  know — 

Puh.  Servilia, 
Thou  err'ft,  for  Titus  cannot  be  furpris'd  : 
No  ftroke  can  come  that  finds  him  unprepar'd. 


What 
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What  though  no  day  of  fight  be  near ; 

What  though  the  feas  be  calm  and  clear ; 

The  foldier  ne'er  on  peace  relies ; 

The  failor  doubts  the  mildeft  fides.     . 

In  fafety  that  his  weapon  wears ; 

And  this  in  calms  his  oar  prepares ; 

And  either  ready  Hands  to  brave 

Th'  embattled  field,  or  ftormy  wave.        [Exit. 

SCENE    VII. 

Servilia,  Guards. 

Serv.  To  be  forfaken  thus  by  him  I  love ; 
To  know  the  perils  that  he  runs  to  engage  ; 
To  feel  my  heart  now  tremble  for  his  fafety ; 
Yet  not  have  power  to  follow  him  in  danger ; 
This,  this  indeed  is  torture,  'tis  to  bear 
The  pains  of  lingering  death,  yet  never  die. 

Though  Fm  denied  with  thee  to  view 
The  perils  thou  may'fl  prove ; 

My  heart's  affections,  ever  true^ 
Shall  follow  him  I  love. 

Ix)ve  binds  them  in  a  lafling  chain. 

Nor  fufFers  them  to  flray ; 
With  Annius  then  they  ftill  remain. 

And  fhall  for  ever  flay.  [^Exit  with  guards. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    VIII. 

ViTELLiA,  Sextus,  tmfeen  of  each  other. 

Vitel.  Ah  !  who  for  pity  will  dire61:  my  fteps 
To  find  out  Sextus  ?  O  unhappy  woman  ! 
I've  fought  him  every  where,  but  fought  in  vain : 
Could  I  at  leaft  but  meet  with  Titus  I 

8ex.  Where, 
Where  fhall  I  hide  myfelf,  and  whither  fly  ? 

0  wretch ! 

Vitel.  Ha  I  Sextus  !  hear  me-r^ —  \J^^^^g  ^"^i- 

Sex.  Yes,  inhuman ! 
Thou  (halt  be  fatisfied ;  behold  at  full 
Thy  dire  command  completed. 

Vltd.  Ah  !  what  fay'ft  thou  ? 
Sex.  Already  Titus,  O  ye  mighty  powers ! 
Breathes  from  his  wounded  breaft  his  generous  foul. 

Vttel  What  haft  thou  done  ? 

Sex.  Think  not  the  deed  was  mine. 
Repentant  of  my  crime  I  flew  to  fave  him  : 
But  fcarce  I  came,  when  from  the  rebel  band 
Full  at  his  back  a  traitor  aim'd  the  blow  : 
"  Villain  !  forbear" — I  cried  :  but,  O  !  too  late  ! 
The  fatal  ftroke  was  given,  and  in  the  wound 
The  aflaflin  left  his  murdering  fteel  and  fled  : 

1  ftrove  to  draw  it  forth,  when  with  the  weapon 

The 


I 
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The  blood  gufh'd  out  and  ftaind  my  vefl ;    while 

Titus, 
O  all  ye  Gods  !  reel'd,  fwoon'd,  and  fenfelefs  fell. 

Vitel.  Ah  !  hold ^with  him  I  feel  myfelf  ex- 

*  •  pire. 

Sex.  Compaflion,  fury  urg'd  me  to  purfue 
The  bafe  aflaflin,  but  in  vain  I've  fought  him, . , 

He  has  efcap'd  my  juft  revenge Ah  !  princefs ! 

What  wretchednefs  awaits  me  !  never  more 
Shall  I  have  peace  ! — How  dearly  have  I  bought 
The  hopes  of  pleafing  thee  ! 

VtteJ.  Detelled  wretch  ! 
Of  pleafing  me  !  thou  film  my  foul  with  horror ! 
Can  there  be  found  a  monfl:er  like  thyfelf  ? 
When  was  there  ever  heard  a  crime  more  dreadful  ? 
Thou  hafl:  taken  from  the  world  its  dearefi:  trea- 

fure ; 
From  Rome  whate'er  it  boafted  great  or  noble  ! 
And  who  made  thee  difpofer  of  his  days  ? 
What  guilt  in  him  didfi:  thou  attempt  to  punifh  ? 
The  guilt  of  loving  thee  ?  In  this  indeed 
Titus  has  err'd ;  but  furely  this  deferv'd  not 
Its  punifhment  from  thee  ! 

Sex.  Eternal  Gods ! 
Where  am  I  ?  Is  it  thus  Vitellia  fpeaks  ? 
And  didfi;  not  thou  command 

Vitel.  Barbarian,  peace  ! 
Thmk  not  to  make  me  partner  in  thy  crime  : 

Where 
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Where  didft  thou  learn  to  fecond  the  di{lra(5lion 
Of  an  offended  woman  ?  Who  but  Sextus 
Would  not  have  feen  through  all  my  feeming  rage 

A  blind  excefs  of  love  ? O  thou  wert  born 

For  my  undoing  !  hatred  from  another 

Were  far  more  welcome  than  thy  love.    Inhuman  ! 

I  fhould  be  now  the  happiefl  of  my  fex 

Wer't  not  for  thee  !  this  day  I  fhould  receive 

The  hand  of  Titus,  from  the  Capitol 

Give  laws  to  half  mankind  ;  and,  O  !  might  boall 

Of  innocence  ! — for  thee,  for  thee  I'm  guilty  ! 

I  lofe  the  throne — I  have  no  hopes  of  comfort — 

And  Titus O  thou  villain  !  he  is  dead ! 

Perjur'd  traitor  !  could'fl  thou  ever 

From  my  foul  her  half  difTever  ? " 

Yet  in  guilt  I  bear  a  part, 
I  feel  a  chillnefs  at  my  heart, 

I  feel  my  vital  powers  decay. 
.Why,  inhuman  !  tell  me  why, 
Didft  thou  with  my  rage  comply  ? 
Too  late  I  rue  the  dreadful  day. 
No  tears  can  wafh  my  flains  away.    [Exit. 

SCENE    IX. 

Sextus  alone. 

Thanks,  cruel  Gods  !  I've  nothing  now  to  fear : 
This  is  the  utmoft  point  of  human  fufFering  ! 

Whatever 
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Whatever  can  be  loft,  I've  loft  already.         -  v 
See  friendfhip,  love,  Vitellia,  Titus,  all 
By  me  at  once  betray'd  ?  Kill  me,  at  leaft, 
Diftra6ling  thoughts  that  rend  my  breaft  !  ye  furies 
That  tear  my  treacherous  heart ! — Or  if  you  re  flow 

To  execute  revenge the  taftc  be  mine. 

[al?oui  to  draw  his  fuoord. 


S  C  E  N  E    X. 

Enter  Annius. 

u4nn.  Sextus,  difpatch for  Titus  alks- 

Sex.  I  know  it ; 


He  afks  my  blood,  and  it  fliall  now  be  flied. 

[about  tojiah  h'lnifelf. 

Ann.    Forbear ^what  mean'ft  thou  ?    Titus 

alks  to  fee  thee  : 
He  wonders  thou  art  abfent ;  why  thou  leav'ft  him 
When  danger  threatens  thus. 

Sex.  Ha  !  alk  to  fee  me  ! 
Say'ft  thou  ? — And  died  not  Titus  of  his  wound  ? 

Ann.  What  wound  ?    he's  from  the  throng  re- 
turn'd  in  fafety. 

Sex.  Thou  doft  deceive  me 1  myfelf  beheld 

-  him 
Fall  down  transfix'd  by  an  aflaflin's  fteel. 
Ann.  And  where  was  this  ? 

3  Sex, 
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Sex.  Within  the  narrow  pafs 
Afcending  the  Tarpeian  rock. 

Ann.  O  !   no  ; 
Thou  wert  deluded ;  'midft  the  fmoke  and  tumult 
Some  other  feem'd  like  Titus. 

Sex.  How  !  another  ? 
And  who  would  dare  to  aflume  the  robes  of  Caefar, 
The  facred  laurel,  and  the  imperial  mantle  ? 

u4nn.  All  argument  is  vain  ;  for  Titus  lives. 
And  lives  unhurt ;  lince  even  this  very  inftant 
I  parted  from  him. 

Sex.  O  ye  pitying  Gods  ! 

0  my  lov'd  prince  !  permit  me,  deareft  friend, 
Clofe  to  thy  breaft — but  doll  thou  not  deceive  me  ? 

Ann.  Do  I  deferve  fo  little  faith  ?  But  come. 
Thou  fhalt  thyfelf  behold  him. 

Sex.  Shall  I  then 
Again  prefume  to  ftand  in  Titus'  prefence  ? 
What,  I  that  have  betray'd  him  ? 

Ann.  Thou  betray'd  him  ! 

Sex.  Yes 1 the  tumult  firfl  was  caus'd 

by  me. 

Ann.  Is  Sextus  then  a  traitor  ? 

Sex.  Yes,  my  friend  ! 
One  moment  has  undone  me O  farewell ! 

1  fly  for  ever  from  my  native  land  : 
Forget  me  not defend  the  life  of  Titus 

From 
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From  every  future  fnare forlorn  I  go 

To  mourn  in  deferts  my  unhappy  crime. 

j^nn.  Yet  ftay ye  powers  ! — ^let  me  reflect 

awhile  : 

Hear  me as  yet  the  plot  remains  a  fecret ; 

And  all  to  chance  alone  impute  the  flames. 
Thy  flight  perhaps  might  fpeak 

Sex.  What  would'fl  thou  mean  ? 

^nn.    Thou  mull  not  now  depart ;  conceal  thy 
fault : 
Return  to  Titus ;  expiate  thy  offence 
By  every  future  proof  of  loyalty. 

Sex.  Whoe'er  he  be,  the  wretch  who  wounded 
~        fell. 
Perchance  difcover'd 

^nn.  Thither  let  me  hafte 
To  learn  his  name  ;  if  yet  the  truth  be  known. 
If  any  fpeak  of  thee  ;  I  fhall  have  time 
To  tell  thee  all  ere  Caefar  will  fufpedl  thee ; 
Then  canft  thou  fly.     By  ftill  remaining  here 
Thou  may'fl  avoid  that  evil  which  thy  flight 
Would  now  but  render  fure. 

Sex.  Alas !  my  friend  : 
I  have  no  thought  that  can  diflinguifh  right : 

I  trufl:  myfelf  to  thee.- Mufl  I  then  go  ? 

I  go,  if  thou  approv'fl  it but,  O  Heaven  ! 

Titus  will  in  my  looks  difcern 

u4nn.  No  more ; 

The 
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The  leafl  delay  may  ruin  thee. 

Sex.  I  am  gone  :  [^o^*'^«f  • 

But  then  behold  this  mantle  flain'd  with  blood. 

j4nn.  Whence  came  this  blood  ? 

Sex.  It  iflTu'd  from  the  wound 
Of  that  unhappy  wretch  I  mourn'd  for  Titus. 

^nn.  With  care  conceal  it  from  the  light 

difpatch. 

Sex.  Chance  may  perhaps  reveal 

yinn.  Give  me  the  mantle. 
And  take  thou  mine — Away — no  more  debate — 

[jhey  change  vejis. 
Soon  will  I  join  thee. 

Sex.  O  I  am  loft  ! fo  deep 

Is  my  diftrefs,  I  know  not  if  I  fpeak 

The  words  of  fenfe,  or  incoherent  madnefs  ! 

Thus  one,  who  ftarts  through  troubled  reft,  , . 

With  vifionary  fears  oppreft. 

Awhile  confus'd  and  ftupid  lies, 

Nor  dares  believe,  nor  doubt  his  eyes  : 

For  even  awake  his  thoughts  purfue 

The  fhapes  his  dream  had  brought  to  view ; 

While  fancy  ftill  dominion  keeps,  ^ 

He  knows  not  if  he  wakes  or  fleeps.  \Exii* 


SCENE 

•Ion  *.'vnji  i  jan(  zi\.  . 
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ir. 


S  C  E  N  E    XI. 

A  gallery  adorned  with  Jiatues,  adjoining  to  the 
gardens. 


Titus,  Servilia. 


nv 


lA 


Tit.  A  plot  againft  my  life  !    how  know'fl  thou 

this?  A£;f3    .vv'. 

Serv.  One  of  the  fadlion  has  to  me  reveal'd 
The  whole  defign,  and  begg'd  me  to  implore  ,;  /._ 
Your  pardon  for  him. 

Tit.  Lentulus  a  traitor  ?       .;ili  fTir»(  J  IWltl^KK- 

Serv.  Yes,  Lentulus  was  author  of  the' tumult, 
In  hopes  to  rob  you  of  imperial  greatnefs.         -  .  i 
He  led  the  aflbciates ;  he  difpofed  the  fignals^j'  i 
He  fir'd  the. Capitol  to  excite  confufion. 
Already  in  your  facred  mantle  veiled. 
The  traitor  haften'd  to  his  fide  to  gain 
The  troubled  populace  ;  but  Heaven  is  juft.   ' " 
The  robes  he  wore  with  purpofe  to  betray  yo^ii,* 
At  once  were  your  defence,  and  his  deflru6lion  : 
A  wretch,  among  the  number  he  feduc''a,,  '\ 
Who  fought  your  death,  deceived  by  his  appear- 

ance, 
Rufh'd  forth  and  plung'd  his  fword  in  Lentulus. 

^^  Tit,  And  died  he  with  the  wound  ? 

Serv.  As  yet  I  know  not. 

Tit. 


ACT  II.]  TlTUS.  271 

Tit.  How  could  the  black  confederacy  remain 
So  long  from  me  conceal'd  ? 

Serv.  Your  very  guards 
Are  tainted  ;  treafon  there  has  found  its  way : 
And  that  the  traitors  may  each  other  know, 
Thus  Caefar  they're  diftinguilli'd:  each  accomplice 
On  his  left  fhoulder  wears,  to  bind  his  robe^  ^lael^ 
A  crimfon  badge  like  this — ^obferve— take  heed. 

T;V.    Servilia,  fay,  what  think'ft  thou  of  do- 
minion ?  . 
Who  more  could  facrifice  to  other's  good 
Than  Ihave  done  ?  Yet  all  fuffices  not 
To  gain  the  public  love  :  there  are  who  hate  me. 
Who  feek  to  pluck  the  taxirel  from  my  brow. 
The  laurel  dearly  earn'd  with  toil  and  dang^r,^  ;, 
And  thefe  can  find  allbciates  even  in  Rome  : '^     _, 
By  Rome  is  Titus  hated.    Mighty  Gods ! 
I,  who  have  labour'd  all  my  days  for  her ; 
Have  for  her  greatnefs  fhed  my  deareft  blood  ; 
Have  borne  in  diftant  climes  the  parching  heat 
Of  burning  Nile,  or  liter's  freezing  coldli.'    \\  V 
I,  who  ne'er  harbour'd  in  my  mind  a  tliought- 
But  for  her  glory  ;  'midft  my  own  repofe       '  *'ffT 
Still  watch'd  her  good  ;  who,  cruel  iflLmyfel^'-. 
To  pleafe  her  rooted  up  my  firft  affe6^ion. 
And  flifled  in  my  breaft  the  only  flame 
My  heart  could  ever  cherifli ! — O  my  country ! 

Forgetful  fubjedls  !  O  ungrateful  Rom* !  ■-   *  •  • 

..  7m   :  :::IA 

SCENE 
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SCENE    XII. 

Enter  Sextus. 

Sex,  [entering.^  See  there  my  fovereign ;  how 
my  confcious  heaxt 
Pants  in  his  prefence  !  [aftde. 

Tit.  Sextus,  deareft  Sextus, 
Come  near,  I  am  betray'd. 

Sex,  Accurs'd  remembrance  !  \aftde. 

Tit,   Would'ft  thou  believe  it,    friend  ?    Thy 
Titus  now 
Is  hateful  grown  to  Rome  !  ah  !  thou  who  know'ft 
My  every  thought ;  thou,  who  haft  feen  my  heart 
Without  difguife,  thou  who  wert  ever  ftill 
The  obje6l  of  my  love  ;  declare,  my  Sextus, 
How  I  could  merit  fuch  unkind  return. 

Sex.  He  knows  not  how  he  ftabs  me  to  the  foul. 

\ajide. 

Tit,  Tell  me  by  which  of  all  my  deeds  I'vc^ 
drawn 
This  hatred  on  me. 

Sex.  Sir 

Tit.  Speak,  fpeak,  my  friend. 

Sex,  O  fir  ! 1  cannot  fpeak— 

Tit.  Thou  weep'ft,  my  Sextus. 
Alas  !  my  deftiny  excites  thy  pity  ! 

Come 
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Come  to  my  bofom :- how  my  foul  is  eas'd 

Amidft  her  pains !  how  am  I  charm'd  to  fee 
Thefe  tender  proofs  of  thy  untainted  faith  ! 

Sex.  I  cannot  bear  it — I  can  hold  no  longer — 
Methinks  by  filence  I  again  betray  him ; 
I  mull  difcover  all 


SCENE    XIII. 

Enfer  Vitellia. 

Fitel.   [entering^  Ha  !   Sextus  here  ! 
Grant  Heaven  that  he  betray  me  not !  [afide. 

Sex.  This  inflant 
I'll  fall  before  his  feet —        \_go'^^S  towardsTitMS. 

'  Vttel.  Vidlorious  Csefar, 
The  mighty  Gods  preferve  thee.  \jnterpqfing. 

Sex.  How!  Vitellia? 
There  wanted  only  this  to  crown  my  mifery. 

[afide. 

FtteJ.  Still,  Hill  I  tremble  at  thy  danger  pall — 

[to  Titus. 
For  pity  fpeak  not.  [to  Sextus  afide. 

Sex.  This  indeed  is  torture  !  [afide. 

Tit.  Princefs !    to  lofe  my  life,  to  lofe  my  em- 
pire, 
Would  not  alflia  me  :  thefe  are  only  mine. 
As  thefe  conduce  to  work  the  good  of  others : 

VOL.  I.  T    .  He 
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He  merits  not  his  birth  who  thinks  his  hfe 
Given  for  himfelf  alone  :  but  if  my  blood 
Can  profit  aught  to  Rome,  yet  wherefore  thus 
Employs  flie  treafon  ?  Have  I  e'er  refus'd 
To  Ihed  it  for  her  ?  Knows  Hie  not,  ingrate. 
That  Fm  a  Roman,  that  I'm  Titus  Ml  ? 
Why  fhould  fhe  feek  by  dark  aflallins*  hands 
That  life  which  for  her  fake  I  freely  offer  ? 

Serv.  O  glorious  hero  ! 


SCENE  xrv. 

EnUr  Annius  with  the  mantle  of  Sextus. 

^nn.  Could  I  but  relate 
To  Sextus  what  I've  learn'd,  difclofe  his  danger — 

[afide. 
My  lord,  already  are  the  flames  extinguifh'd ; 
But  thefe  were  not  the  work  of  chance-^take  heed. 
For  fome  these  are  who  plot  againft  your  life. 

[to  Titus. 

Tit.  Annius,  I  know  it  well but,  look,  Ser- 

vilia ! 
What  do  I  fee  ?  Is  not  the  fatal  fign. 
That  marks  the  traitor,  on  the  veil  of  Annius  ? 

Serv.  Eternal  powers ! 

Tit.  There  is  no  room  for  doubt ; 
The  fafhion,  colour,  every  thing  concurs. 

1  Serv. 
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Serv.  Ah  !  traitor ! 

Ann.  I  a  traitor  ! 

Sex.  What  has  chanc'd  ?  [ajide. 

Tit.  Would'ft  thou  too,  Annius,  fhed  thy  prince*s 
blood  ? 
And  why,  my  fon  ?  How  have  I  injured  thee  ? 

Ann.  I  ftied  thy  blood  !--«= — ah  !  firft  let^angry 
Heaven 
Transfix  me  with  its  thunder  ! 

Tit.  'Tis  in  vain 
Thou  jfhunn'ft  dete6lioft,  while  that  crimfbh  wit* 

ncfs, 
The  rebel's  dire  dillindlion,  points  thee  out 
A  black  accomphce  in  the  caufe  of  treafon. 

Ann.  What  means  my  fate  ?  \apde. 

Sex.  Alas !  what  have  I  done  ! 
I  read  it  now  too  plain.  \afide, 

Ann.  My  lord,  I  know  not 
Of  any  fuch  diftindlion  :  all  the  Gods 
I  call  to  witnefs. 

Tit.  Tell  me  then  from  whom 
Thou  hadft  this  veft. 

Ann.  I  had if  I  declare 

The  truth,  I  muft  accufe  my  friend.  \afide. 

Tit.  Go  on. 
Ann.  I  had  it  then  from — Oh  !— - 


Tit.  His  guilt  confounds  him. 

T  2  tSlw. 
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Sex.  O  friendfhip  !  [afiJe. 

Fitel.  O  my  terror  !  [afide. 

Tit.  Where,  my  Sextus, 
Where  wilt  thou  find  than  me  a  prince   more 

wretched  ? 
All  others,  by  the  favours  they  confer, 
At  lead  can  purchafe  friends ;  while  I  alone. 
By  heaping  favours,  make  my  friends  my  foes. 

Ann.  What  fhall  I  fay  to  clear  me?  [afide. 

Sex.  Never,  never, 

Muft  innocence  be  loft  for  me Vitellia, 

Thou  fee'ft  I  am  compell'd.  [afide  to  Vitellia. 

Fitel.  Ah  !  hold — what  doft  thou  ? 
Think  of  my  danger.  [to  Sextus. 

Sex.  O  diftracSling  ftate  !  [afide. 

Ann.  Eternal  powers  !  affift  me. 

Tit.  Now,  Servilia, 
Think'ft  thou  that  fuch  a  lover  could  deferve 
So  vaft  a  price  ? 

Serv.  I  blufh,  and  feel  remorfe 
That  e'er  I  lovM. 

Sex.  Unhappy  friend  !  [afide. 

Tit.  But  fay. 
Ungrateful  man  !  could  not  the  thought  alone 
Of  fuch  dire  treafon  chill  thy  foul  with  horror  ? 

Sex.  That  moft  ungrateful  wretch  am  I.  [afide. 

Tit.  But  how 

.      ,  Sprung 
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Sprung  in  thy  breaft  a  fiiry  fo  unjuft  ? 

Sex.    I  can  no  longer  hold [afide.l     ^^^> 

mighty  Caefar, 
Here  at  your  feet [to  Titus  hieeling. 

Vitel.  Unhappy  me  ! 

Sex.  The  crime 
Which  Annius  {lands  accufed  of 

J^itel.   [interpojing^  Yes,  his  crime 
Is  great,  but  greater  ftill  is  Caefar's  mercy. 
Sextus  for  him,  my  lord,  implores  your  pardon. 

And  I  implore  it  too. Seek'll  thou  my  death  ? 

[to  Sextus  afide. 

Sex.  How  dreadful  is  my  fate  !  [fifes. 

Tit.  At  leaft  let  Annius 
Plead  fomethins;  in  excufe. 

Ann.  Fain  would  I  fpeak- — 
But,  O  !  what  can  I  fay  !  [ajide. 

Tit.  Sextus,  my  foul 
Is  mov'd  with  fympathy.    I  fee  my  prefence 
Confounds  him  more.     Guards,  take  him  to  your 

.    care. 
The  Senate's  juftice  foon  fhall'try  the  offence 
Of  this — I  will  not  yet  pronounce  thee  traitor. 
Refledl,  ingrate,  and  let  it  wound  thy  thoughts, 
How  different  is  thy  prince's  heart  from  thine. 


Thy 
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If. 


Thy  black  defigns  too  plain  appear, 
No  veil  can  hide  thy  guilt  and  fhame  j 

And  yet  to  do  thee  wrong  I  fear. 
In  giving  thee  a  traitor's  name. 

To  friendfhip's  treacherous  maik  you  fly, 
Againft  your  fovereign  to  confpire ; 

While,  pitying  your  confufion,  I 
To  hide  him  from  your  fight  retire.      [jExif, 

SCENE    XV, 

Sextus,  Annius,  Vitellia,  Servilia,  Guards^ 

^nn.  And  thou,  my  deareft  confort 

\to  Servilia. 

Sen>.  Hence  !  be  gone  ! 
Thy  confort  I'm  no  longer.  \^g^^^i^ 

Ann.  Stay  and  hear  me. 

Serv.  UnmarkM  by  me  each  accent  flies. 

By  treacherous  lips  expreft ; 
And  every  pafl^ion  I  defpife, 

That  warms  a  traitor's  breaft. 

Thy  bonds  by  me  fhall  ne'er  be  worn, 

Detefted  may  they  prove  ! 
The  nuptials,  and  the  fpoufe  I  fcorn. 

The  lover  and  the  love,  \Exit,. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    XVI. 

SextuSj  Annius,  ViTELLiA,  Guavcis. 
Ann.  And  fpeaks  not  Sextus  yet  ?  \aftde. 

Sex.  Methinks  I  feel 
The  ftroke  of  death  !  [aftde, 

Vitel.  I  tremble  !  [aftde, 

jinn.  Sextus,  now 
Behold  me  at  the  laft  extremity, 
Without  an  advocate  to  plead  my  caufe. 
I  need  not  tell  thee  what  reproach  I  hear 
From  every  tongue,  or  what  this  brealt  conceals. 
This  is  too  much — think  what  thy  friend  endures. 

Though  like  a  rebel  I  depart. 

That  ftill  I'm  faithful  thou  canft  tell ; 

I've  ever  kept  thee  near  my  heart. 
Let  me  in  thy  remembrance  dwell. 

My  chains  without  complaint  I  wear ; 

But  all  refolves  too  feeble  prove, 
A  traitor  s  name  unmov'd  to  bear. 

To  bear  the  hate  of  her  I  love.  [^Exi I  guarded. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    XVII. 

Sextus,  Vitellia. 

Sex.  At  length  I  may,  inhuman 

VlteJ.  Yet  forbear. 
Let  us  not  wafte  the  time  in  vain  complaints : 
Fly,  Sextus,  and  preferve  thy  life  and  mine. 

Sex.    Ha !    fhall   I   fly   and   leave    a   guiltlefs 
friend  ? 

ViteJ.  Myfelf  will  watch  the  fafety  of  thy  friend. 

Sex.  No,  while  my  Annius  Itill  remains  in  dan- 
ger  

FiteJ.  I  fwear  by  all  the  Gods  I  will  defend  him. 

Sex.  But  what  avails  to  thee  my  flight  ? 

Vttel.  By  this 
My  honour  and  thy  life  are  fafe — thou  art  loft 
If  aught  betray  thee  ;  and  with  thy  difcovery 
My  fecret  guilt  is  known. 

Sex.  Within  this  breafl: 
It  buried  lies,  and  none  fhall  wreft  it  from  me-: 
In  death  I  will  preferve  it. 

Viteh  I  might  trufl:  thee, 
But  that  I  fee  thy  tender  love  for  Titus. 
His  wrath  I  dread  not ;  but  his  clemency 
I  fear  may  vanquifh  thee — by  thofe  dear  moments 
In  which  I  pleas'd  thee  firft ;  by  all  the  hopes 
'    -,  3  Thou 
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Thou  e'er  haft  cherifh'd,  fly ;  remove  my  terrors : 
Much  haft  thou  done  already ;  O  !  complete 
The  generous  work  :  this  is  the  greateft,  laft 
Requeft  thy  love  can  grant :  thou  wilt  at  once 
Reftore  my  peace  and  honour. — Sextus — ^fpeak, 
Determine. 

Bex.  Heavenly  pow'rs  I  J.,    ^,^,     .,jj^g  .. 

Vitel,  YeSj  yes,  I  fee  ,  ^ 

Compaflion  for  me  pleading  in  thy  looks  1    >  ?t/l 
I  know  th'  emotions  of  thy  tender  heart :  r^ 

Tell  me am  I  deceiv'd  ?  And  do  I  hope 

Too  much  from  thy  indulgence  ?    Speak,   my 
Sextus. -r     .  y^U- 

Sex^  Yes ;    thou  haft  conquered ;  I  w^l  fly — • 
what  power       ^>•ri,  »I>HT  "  .11^  ^) 
Enchants  me  thus  ?  **        '      , 

FlteL  I  am  composed  again. 

Sex.  But  when  from  thee  I  fhall  be  far  remov'd, 
Atleaft 

SCENE    XVIIL 

Enter'V\5-&L,i\Js  and  Guards. 
Tub.  Sextus. 

Sex.  What  would'ft  thou  ? 
Fub.  Yield  thy  fword. 
Sex,  Ha  !  wherefore,  fay  ? 
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Puh.  For  thy  misfortune,  learn 
That  Lentulus  yet  lives ;  conceive  the  reft :        .,. 
Away.  r 

Vltel  O  fatal  blow  !  \ajde. 

Sex.  At  lengthj  inhuman •  / « f  j  j  i 

\_gives  his  fix: or d. 

'Pub,    Sextus,  we  muft  be  gone ;    the  Senate 
now  •  " 

Are  met  to  hear  thee  ;  and  I  dare  no  longer 
Delay  thy  prefence  there. 

Sex.  Ingrate,  farewell ! 

If  e'er  thou  feerft  foft  zephyrs  rife, 
— vWJiofe  gentle  breath  around  thee  flies,  ■••^ 
O  fay,  "  Thefe  are  the  parting  lighs 

"  Of  him  who  died  forme."  'nfi  «:jn£non  i 
My  fpirit  freed  from  mortal  chains,        •  \ 
Shall  pleas'd  review  its  former  pains 
Rewarded  thus  by  thee. 

\Etx'u  iviih  Publius  and  guards, 

SCENE    XIX. 

YiTELLiA  alone. 

Ah  !  whither  (hall  I  turn  me  now  ?  Behold 
Ill-fated  Sextus  dies,  and  dies  for  me  ! 
By  Titus  foon  my  guilt  will  be  difcovcr'd, 
^\nd  all  witli  him  will  witnefs  to  my  fhamc. 

Ono! 
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0  no  !  I  dare  not  fpeak,  or  fly,  or  (lay ; 

1  have  no  hopes  of  aid,  no  friend  to  counfel : 
I  can  fee  nothing  but  impending  ruin ; 

And  nothing  feel  but  terror  and  remorfe. 

What  dreadful  doubts  my  foul  difmay  ! 

I  tremble  at  the  beams  of  day ; 

At  every  whifpering  gale  I  hear. 

My  bofom  pants  with  anxious  fear. 

Fain  would  I  hide  myfelf  from  fight ; 

Fain  would  I  bring  my  crime  to  light ; 

Yet  have  not  courage  to  reveal 

My  thoughts,  nor  courage  to  conceal.  [^ExiL 


END    OP    THE    SECOND    ACT, 


ACT 
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ACT   III.     SCENE   I. 

A  prr6aie  apartment ;  chair  and  iahU,  with  fens  f 
ink  and  paper, 

Titus,  Pubuus. 

Puh.  My  lord,  already  haftens  on  the  hour 
Fix'd  for  the  public  games  :  you  know  that  cuftom 
Requires  the  obiervance  of  the  iolemn  day. 
The  populace,  in  fwarming  numbers,  crowd 
The  joyful  theatre  ;  and  nothing  more 
Is  wanting  but  your  prefence.    Every  one 
Pants  to  behold  you  from  the  recent  treafon 
Preferv'd  in  fafety  :  then  delay  no  longer 
This  latisfa<5lion  to  your  faithful  Rome. 

Tit.  Publius,  this  inftant  wc'Vi  depart ;  but  yet 
I  fhall  not  rqfl  till  wq  receive  the  nov5 
Of  Sextus'  fate.    The  Senate  muft  ere  this 
Have  heard  the  charge  difprov'd ;  muft  have  dif-»- 

cover'd 
(For  thou  (halt  find  it  fo)  his  innocence  ; 
The  tidings  foon  will  reach  us. 

Pub.  Lentulus 
Confefs'd,  alas !  too  clearly. 

Tit.  Lentulus, 
Perhaps,  but  feeks  a  partner  in  his  guilt, 

To 
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To  fhare  with  him  his  pardon.    Well  he  knows 
How  dear  is  Sextiis  to  me.     Thefc  are  arts 

Familiar  to  the  wicked. From  the  Senate 

None  yet  appears What  can  this  mean  }  Go, 

Publius, 
Alk  wherefore  this  delay :  I  would  know  all 
Ere  I  depart. 

Puh.  I  go  :  but  much  I  fear 
I  fhall  return  the  meflenger  of  ill. 

Tit.  Believ'ft  thou  then  that  Sextus  can  be  falfc  ? 
I  judge  his  foul  from  mine  ;  it  cannot  be 
He  ever  fhould  betray  me. 

Puk  Yet,  my  lord. 
Remember  all  have  not  the  foul  of  Titus. 

'      How  flowly  does  his  generous  heart 
Another's  crime  believe, 
Who  ne'er  himfelf  with  treacherous  art. 
Another  could  deceive  ! 

No  wonder  he,  whofe  honour  tried. 
From  truth  could  ne'er  defcend. 

Should  think  no  treafon  could  refide 

Beneath  the  name  of  friend.  [^Exif. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  n. 

TITUS  alone. 

No,  Sextus,  no  t  I  nevef  will  believe 
Thou  canfl  be  fuch  a  traitor.     I  have  feen 
Not  only  proofs  of  truth  and  friendfhip  from  thee^ 
I've  even  beheld  thee  melt  with  tendernefs 

At  Titus'  fortune. Is  it  poffible 

A  mind  fo  far  fhould  change  ?-^^ 

SCENE    IIL 

Enter  Annius* 

Tit,  Annius,  what  news  ? 
Speak  ;  does  not  Sextus'  innocence  appear 
Clear  as  thy  own  ?   What  fay'ft  thou  ?  Give  me 
i  comfort. 

Ann.  O  fir  !  I  come  to  implore  your  mercy  for 
him. 

Tit.  My  mercy  1  Is  he  guilty  then  ? 

Ann.  That  mantle 
Which  made  me  feem  a  traitor  in  your  fight, 
He  gave  to  me  :  by  him  the  fatal  badge 
Too  well  was  known.  Even  now  before  the  Senate 
Has  Lentulus  declar'd  himfelf  by  Sextus 
Seduc'd  to  the  revolt ;  while  to  the  charge 

The 
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Tlie  accus'd  made  no  reply.     What  would  we 

more  ? 
What  farther  hopes  remain  ? 

Tit.  Yes,  yes,  my  friend, 
Still  let  us  hope  the  bell,  for  to  the  wretched 
Misfortune  oft  is  guilt ;  nor  always  that 
Is  truth  which  wears  her  form :    this  halt  thou 

found. 
Thou  cam'll  before  me  with  a  rebel's  badge ;  * 
Thou  wert  by  all  accus'd  ;  I  queftion'd  thee, 
'  Thou  mad' ft  no  anfwer,  but  didft  feem  perplex'd, 
Loll  in  thy  guilt.     Did  not  thy  fault  appear  . 
Then  manifelt  ? — Appearance  yet  deceiv'd  us. 
Who  knows  but  chance,  unhappily  for  Sextus, 
May  once  again  unite  fuch  feeming  proofs  ? 

Ann.  Heaven  grant  it  fo but  ihould  he  yet 

be  guilty — 

Tit.  Should  he  be  guilty  after  all  my  marks 
Of  friendfhip,  fhould  I  find  his  heart  could  ever 
Confent  to  harbour  fuch  ingratitude  ; 

I  too  like  him  might  then  forget but  no — 

It  cannot  be Itill,  ftill  my  hopes  remain-    . 

SCENE    IV. 

Enter  Publius  with  a  paper. 

Pub.    O  Ca^far !    faid  I  not  the  event  would 
prove  it  ? 
Sextus  is  author  of  the  black  defign. 
'  •  Tit. 
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Tit.  Publius  ! Can  this  be  true  ? 

Pub,  Alas  !  too  true  ; 
Himfelf  confefs'd  it  all.     With  his  aflbciates 
The  Senate  have  condemn'd  him  to  be  caft 
A  prey  to  hungry  beafts  amid  the  Circus. 
Lo  !  here  the  fentence,  terrible  yet  juft, 
Which  only  wants,  great  fir,  the  name  of  Caefar. 

\_giving  the  paper. 

Tit.  Almighty  powers ! 

\jhrows  himfelf  into  his  chair. 

Ann.  Moll  merciful  of  princes !  [kneeh. 

Tit.  Annius,  forbear  awhile — moleft  me  not — 

[Annius  rifes. 

Pub.  My  lord,  already  for  the  folemn  pomp  _ 
The  populace  conven'd 

Tit.  I  know  it — leave  me.         [Publius  retires. 

jinn.  O  prince  !  thy  godlike  grace  beftow. 
Though  rigour  fure  is  juftice  now ; 
Yet  thou  wilt  ne'er  with  rigorous  hand, 
lExa6l  whate'er  our  faults  demand. 
Though  crimes  like  his  fhould  ne'er  obtain. 
Nor  prayers,  like  mine,  thy  pity  gain ; 
Yet  for  thy  mercy's  fake  forgive ; . 
For  Titus'  fake  let  Sextus  live  I  ,  [Exit, 


SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E    V.  , 

Titus  alone. 

What  dreadful  treachery  !    unexampled  falfe- 
hood ! 
To  feem  my  friend,  to  be  for  ever  near  me. 
And  every  moment  from  my  heart  to  draw 
Frefh  proofs  of  my  affe6lion  ;  yet  even  then 
To  plot  againll  my  life  ! — and  do  I  ftill 
Sufpend  his  punifhment  ?  flill  doubt  to  fign 
The  rightful  fentence  ?■ — ^Yes,  the  traitor  dies — 

[takes  the  pen  to  write,  then  Jlops. 
His  doom  is  fix'd — and  (hall  I  then  unheard 
Send  Sextus  to  his  death  ? — ^Yet  why  defer  it  ? 
Have  not  the  Senate  given  him  ample  hearing  ? 
But  what  if  he  (hould  have  fome  fecret  myftery 
To  impart  to  me  alone — ^Who  waits  there  ? 

\lays  down  the  pen,  a  guard  enters. 

Yes: 
Firfl  let  me  hear,  then  to  his  fate  difmifs  him. 
Let  Sextus  be  condudled  to  my  prefence. 

\_guard goes  out. 
How  wretched  is  the  lot  of  him  who  reigns ! 
We're  ftill  denied  the  benefits  of  life 
The  meaneft  men  enjoy.    Amidft  the  woods 
See  the  poor  cottager,  whofe  ruftic  limbs 
Are  clad  in  rude  attire,  whofe  flraw-built  hut 
But  ill  refills  the  inclemencies  of  Heaven, 

VOL.  I.  u  Sleeps 


I'i 
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Sleeps  undifturb'd  the  live-long  night,  and  leads 
His  days  in  quiet ;  little  are  his  wants ; 
He  knows  who  love  or  hate  him ;  to  the  foreft 
Or  diftant  hills,  alone,  accompanied, 
Fearlefs  he  goes,  and  fees  each  honeft  heart 

In  every  face  he  meets But  we,  midft  all 

Our  envied  pomp,  muft  ever  live  in  doubt ; 
While  hope  and  fear  before  our  prefence  fiil!" 
Drefs  up  the  features  foreign  to  the  heart. 
O  could  I  once  have  thought  to  feel  this  flrok^ 
From  faithlefs  friendfliip  !    "       ,^  ■' 

TV/.  Publius,  where  is  Sextus  ?  ^^^ 

Comes  he  not  yet  ?  -t 

Pub.  The  guards  are  gone  witli  fpeed 
To  execute  your  orders* 

TiV.  What  can  mean 
This  long  delay  .?^^^'^^' 

Pulf\  They  hut  even  now,  my  lord, 
Went  from  your  prefence. 

Tif.  Go,  and  bid  them  hafte. 
Puk  I  fhall  obey — but  fee  the  advancing  Lie- 
tors  ; 
And  Sextus  cannot  now  be  far — he's  here.  ,^^    .j^* 

77/.  Ungratefiil  man  ! — yet  at  his  near  approach 
o^i;«c  3  Already 
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Already  I  perceive  my  foritief  frieiidfliip 
Plead  in  bis  caufe  ■   '  but  no--- — it  mull  not  be  ; 
Here  let  him  meet  his  fovereign,  not  his  friend. 
[TitxiS  feafs  hiftiftlf,  akd  ajfumes  an  air  of  majefiy, 

— N^t  SCENE    VII 


;:<ab:'  .'/J  '^^ 


Efiter  Sextus  guarded. 

Sex.  [entermg^  Almighty  Gods !   are  thofe  the 
looks  of  Titus  ? 
Alas !   I  find  no  more  their  wonted  fweetnefs ! 
How  dreadful  to  me  is  he  now  become  !       \_aftde. 

Tit.  O  Heaven !  is  that  like  Sextus  ?  Has  his 
guilt 
Transform'd  him  thus  ?  He  carries  in  his  face 
The  blended  marks  of  fear,  remorfe  and  fhame  ! 

\_aftde. 

Pub.  Behold  a  thoufand  paflions  now  contend  ! 
i oif -t  myib  iK>i>  hftA  \  ^in  1  i  •  [ajlde. 

Tit.  Come  near.  \_Jiemly. 

Sex.  O  well  known  voice  !  whofe  accents  flrike 
My  fhuddering  heart  I  [a/ids. 

Tit.  Doft  thou  not  hear  ?  \_JiernJ^. 

Sex.  O  Gods ! 
My  feet  begin  to  fail ;  a  chilly  fweat 
Bedews  my  face  ;  the;  agony  of  death 
Cannot  be  more  than  thb ! 

[advances  Jlozvly  to'wards  T'WMSy  then  flops. 

u  2  Tit. 
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Tit.  The  traitor  trembles.  [a/ide. 

Pub.   I  know  not  which  of  thefe  now  fuffers 
moft,  ,4! 

Sextus,  refledling  on  his  crime  committed. 

Or  Titus,  thus  conllrain'd  to  punifh  it.  [afide. 

Tit,  And  yet  he  moves  my  pity — [afide. ^ 

Pubhus,  guards, 
Leave  us  alone.  [Publius  and  guards  retire. 

Sex.  O  no  !  my  conftancy  [afide. 

Can  ne'er  fupport  the  terrors  of  that  face. 

Ji 
SCENE    VIII.        i  O  .\VC 

Titus,  Sextus.'     r^j  b'rrr'' 

[Titus  left  alone  with  Sextus,  lays  aftde  his  air 
of  majejiy.  ■     . 

Tit.  Ah  !  Sextus,  is  it  true  ?  And  doft:  thou  then 
Defire  my  death  ?  How  has  thy  prince,  thy  father, 
Thy  benefadlor  drawn  thy  hatred  on  him  ? 
What  if  thou  could'ft  erafe  from  thy  remembrance 
Titus  thy  fovereign,  how  could'ft  thou  forget 
Titus  thy  friend  ?  Is  this  the  recompenfe 
Of  all  my  tendernefs  and  care  for  thee  ? 
Whom,  whom,  ye  Gods  !  can  I  hereafter  truft. 
Since  Sextus  has  betray'd  me  ?  Is  it  poffible  ? 
And  did  thy  heart  confent  to  my  deftrudlion  ? 

Sex. 
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Sex.   O  Titus!  O  my  gracious  prince  ! no 

more —  [^burfting  into  tears,  and 

throwing  himfelf  at  the  feet  of  Titus. 
No  more. — Could  you  but  view  this  wretched  heart, 
Tho'  perjur'd  and  ingrate,  'twould  move  your  pity. 
All,  all  my  crimes  now  Hand  before  my  fight. 
And  all  your  bounties  crowd  upon  my  mind, 
I  cannot  bear  refle6lion  on  myfelf ; 
I  cannot  bear  thofe  looks ;  to  view  that  face 
\  tremble  ;  Ihudder  but  to  hear  your  voice  ; 
And  even  your  clemency  becorhes  my  torment ! 

0  haften  then  my  death  !  take,  quickly  take 
This  faithlefs  life  :  would  you  be  merciful, 
Here  let  me,  grovelling  at  your  facred  feet. 
Pour  forth  my  treacherous  blood. 

Tit.  Rife,  thou  unhappy  !  [Sextus  rijes. 

1  fcarce  can  bear  to  hear  his  deep  remorfe.  \ajide. 
Thou  fee'ft  to  what  a  wretched  ftate  one  crime 
Can  fink  the  foul,  a  wild  defire  of  empire. 
What  didfi:  thou  hope  to  find  upon  the  throne  ? 
The  fum  of  all  content  ? — Unthinking  man  ! 
Behold  the  fruits  that  I  have  gather'd  from  it, 
And,  if  thou  canfi:,  defire  it  ftill. 

Sex.  O  no ! 
Ambition  ne'er  feduc'd  mc, 

Ttt.  Tell  me  then. 
What  was  the  caufe  ? 

Sex.  My  weaknefs  and  my  fetc.»i— 

Tit. 


29 A  TITUS.  [act  III. 

Tit'  Explain  thyfelf  more  fully. 

Sex.  Heavens !  I  cannot ! 

Tit.  Obferve  me,  Sextiis ;  we  are  now  alone ;  , 

Thy  fovereign  is  not  prefent :  open  then 

Thy  heart  to  Titus ;  tmft  it  with  thy  friend^ 

I  promife  thee  Auguilus  ne'er  fhall  know       '     ' 

The  fecret  thou  difclofefl. :  tell  me  how     -     *.  * 

■  I 
Thy  faith  was  firfl  feduc'd  :  let  us  together 

Seek  fome  pretence  to  excufe  thee.    I  perchance 

Shall  be  even  happier  than  thyfelf  to  find  it. 

1  r 

Sex.  AUs  I  my  guilt  a4mits  of  no  defence.      '  ^^ 

Tit.  At  leail  I  alk  it  in  exchange  of  friendfhip^'j; 

I  ne'er  conceal'd  my  deepell  thoughts  from  the^jJJ 

And  fure  I  merit  Sextus  fliould  intrull      ^j-j^^i  -^jj^,*! 

One  fecret  with  me. 

Sex.  What  new  kind  of  torture  »  "> 

Muft  1  endure,  either  to  anger  Titus, 
Or  to  accufe  ViteUia  !  [afide. 

Tit.  Still  in  doubt  ? 
Thou  flrik'ft  me,  Sextus,  in  the  tendereft  part, 
Confider  that  this  difBdence  becomes 
Injurious  to  our  friendlhip  :  think  again. 
And  grant  my  Juft  requcft. 

Sex.  What  fatal  liar 
Shone  at  my  lucklefs  birth  !  _       [pJs^S' 

Tit.  Still  art  thou  filent  ?  ;;:•!  ' ' 

Wilt  thou  not  anfwer  me  ?  Since  then  thou  canlt 

So 
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So  far  abufe  my  mercy 

Sex.  Sacred  fir, 
Hear  then — but  whither  would  I  jww  ?        [afijr. 

Tit,  GoV)n.  "'^^' 

Sex.  When  will  my  torture  ceafe  ! 

T/V.  Yet  fpeak  again, 
What  is  it  thou  would'ft  fay  ? 

Sex.  That  I'm  the  obje6l 
Of  heavenly  wrath,  that  I've  no  longer  power 
To  bear  my  fate  ;  that  I  confefs  myfelf 
The  worfl  of  traitors,  call  myfelf  ungrateful. 
Own  that  I  merit  death,  and  wifh  to  find  it. 

Til.  And  thou  fhalt  have  thy  wifh \flfes.'\ 

Guards !   from  our  prefence 
Remove  the  prifoner.  [^guards  returfi. 

Sex.  On  that  awful  hand 
One  farewell  kifs 

Tit.  Away \jurnmg  from  him. 

Sex.  This  is  the  laft 
Requefi;  I'll  make  :  O  fir  !  but  for  this  inftant 
Recall  your  former  love  to  mind — 

Tit.  Away, 
'Tis  now  too  late  ? 

Sex.  It  is it  is  indeed. 


L!i.;IC    :  -JC^Ja^:^^ 


Defpairing 
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Defpairing  from  your  fight  I  fly, 
Grim  death  I  view  approaching  nigh. 

But  view  without  difmay. 
Remembrance  fharpens  every  dart. 
To  think  that  e'er  my  faithlefs  heart 

Could  thus  my  prince  betray. 

\_Exif  guarded. 

SCENE     IX. 

Titus  alone. 

When  was  there  ever  heard  fuch  flubborn  trea- 
fon ! 
Could  even  the  tenderefl  father  treat  more  gently 
A  guilty  fon  ?    Yes,  for  my  grace  contemn'd, 
Though  innocent  of  every  other  crime. 
He  merits  not  to  live  :  I  owe  revenge 
To  my  defpis'd,  negle6led  clemency. 

\^goes  t(ywards  the  table,  theti  Jiops. 
Revenge  ! — ah  !  Titus,  wilt  thou  then  defcend 
So  low,  to  harbour  fuch  a  bafe  defire, 
That  makes  the  offended,  and  the  offender  equal  ? 
What  mighty  praife  is  his  who  ufes  power 
For  his  revenge  ?  To  take  another's  life 
Is  what  the  meanefl  of  mankind  can  boaft ; 
To  give  it  is  the  glorious  privilege 
Of  Gods  and  kings  alone. — ^Then  let  him  live — 
And  fhall  the  laws  in  vain  decide  ?  Shall  I, 

Their 
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Their  guardian,  thus  enforce  them  ?  Caririot  Titus 
Forget  his  friend  in  Sextus  ?  Did  not  Brutus 
And  Manlius  once  forget  the  name  of  father  ? 
O  !  let  me  now  purfue  thofe  great  examples. 
Henceforth  the  thoughts  of  friendfhip  and  of  mercy 
Be  blotted  from  my  breaft — \_J^fs.^ Sextus  is 

guilty ; 
Sextus  fhall  die — \^Jigns  the  paper.'] — Behold  at 

length  I  tread 
The  paths  of  rigour ;  fee  me  llain'd  with  blood, 

[rtfes. 
Blood  of  my  fellow-citizen  :  my  friend 
Is  lingled  firft  to  bear  the  dreadfril  fentence. 
How  will  pofterity  receive  this  deed  ? 
Will  they  not  fay  that  clemency  in  Titus 
Is  wearied  out,  as  cruelty  was  once 
In  Scylla  and  Auguftus  ?  They  may  fay    ^ 
I've  been  too  rigid ;  that  his  birth,  his  youth 
Might  have  excus'd  him  ;  that  the  firft  offence 
Should  not  be  punilh'd ;  that  the  fkilful  fwain 
Lops  not  with  thoughtlefs  hafte  fome  branch  un- 

found. 
Till  all  his  art  has  prov'd  in  vain  to  fave  it. 
They'll  fay,  perhaps,  that  Titus  was  the  offended. 
And  might,  without  a  breach  of  public  juftice, 
Have  pardon'd  crimes  contriv'd  againft  himfelf. 
Then  fliall  I  do  my  heart  fuch  violence, 
Yet  reft  uncertain  of  the  world's  approval  ? 
No,  let  me  not  forfake  the  wonted  path 

My 
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My  nature  (hows — though  faithlefs  yet  my  friend 
Shall  live — \_lears  the  paj)er.] — and  if  I  mufl  en- 
dure the  tongue  ,   . 
Of  public  cenfure,  let  me  be  condemn'd      [  "'  f  > 
For  mercy,  not  for  rigour. — Publius. —  i 

[throws  dowti  the  faper. 

tt  jbiorba—      S  C  E  N  E    X. 

Rnter  Publius.  A\'. a --.v  \' 

Pub.  Caefar. 

Tit.  Let  us  be  gone — the  populace  expedl  us. ' 

Fuh.  And  what  of  Sextus,  fir  ? 

Tit.  Be  Sextus  hkewife 
Conducted  to  the  Circus. 

Puh.  Then  his  fate —  -' 

Tit.  Yes,  Publius,  'tis  determin'd.' 

Pub.  Wretched^  Sextus !  \afidt. 

Tit.  Ye  friendly  powers !  if  fovereign  fway 

Demand  a  heart  fevere, 
Take,  take  this  en\'ied  ftate  away. 

Or  change  the  mind  I  bear. 

If  love  cannot  with  gentle  ties  .1 

My  fubjedls'  faith  enfure,  rp 

The  allegiance  never  fhall  I  prize,  rr 

Which  punifhmcnts  fecure.  [Eait.. 

SCENE 
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SCENE.    XJ. 

PUBLIUS,    VlTELLIA. 

Vitel.  Hear,  Publius.— ^ — 
Pub.  Pardon  me,  for  I  muft  now 
Attend  on  Caefar.  [^g^^'^g' 

V'ttel  Whither? 

Vul.  To  the  Circus.  ] 

Vitel.  And  what  of  Sextus  ? 
Tuh,  Sextus  will  be  there. 
Viteh  Then  muft  he  die  ? 
Fuh.  Too  true  he  muft.  „ 

Vitel  Ah  me  !  \aftde. , 

Did  Sextus  fpeak  with  Titus }  ,« 

Puh.  Yes ;  they  long 
Convers'd  together. 

Viteh  Know'ft  thou  then  what  pafs'd  \ 

Viib.  No  ;  they  were  left  alone  by  CaDfar*s  order; 
I  was  withdrawn  apart.  \Ex'U. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    XII. 

ViTELLiA  alone. 

I  can  no  longer 
Nourifh  fallacious  hopes ;,  it  muft  be  fo  : 
Already  Sextus  has  difcover'd  me  ; 
I  read  it  plainly  in  the  looks  of  Publius  : 
I  ne'er  before  perceiv'd  him  thus  ;  he  (huns  me  ; 
Fears  to  be  with  me  long — O  !  would  to  Heaven 
I  had  obey'd  the  impulfe  of  my  heart ! 
I  (hould  in  time  to  Titus  have  difclos'd 
My  fecret  thoughts,  and  laid  my  crime  before  him : 
For  oft  the  penitent,  that  owns  his  fault. 

Takes  half  the  guilt  away 'tis  now  too  late  j 

Caefar  has  heard  it  all,  but  not  from  me  ; 
This  mull  incenfe  him  further. 

SCENE    XIII. 

Enter  AiiNivs  and  Servilia  from  different  Jides. 

■  Serv:  Ah  !  Vitellia  ! 
ybin.  Ah  !  princefs  ! 

Serv.  My  unhappy  brother now 

j^nn.  My  deareft  friend 

Serv.  Is  led  to  death. 

Ann. 
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Ann.  Erelong,  -^  '^'^  :'".K.r,  '  '.r.^n"* 

All  Rome  fpedlators,  inuft  he  be  the  prey 
Of  favage  beafts. 

Vttel.  What  power's  in  me  to  help  him  ?  ^ 

Serv.  Caefar  will  grant  his  life  to  your  entreaties.   ~ 

Ann.  To  his  new  emprefs  nothing  he'll  refufe,  . 

Vitel.  Annius,  I  am  not  emprefs  yet 

Ann.  Before 
Yon'  fun  falutes  the  weft,  Titus  will  join 
His  hand  with  yours :  this  inftant,  in  my  prefencc  • 
He  gave  dire6lions  for  the  nuptial  pomp. 

Vttel.  Sextus  has  then  conceal'd  my  fecret  ftill ; 
O  unexampled  proof  of  faith  and  love  !         [ajide. 

Annius,  Servilia,  let  us  hafte but  whither 

Unthinking  would  I  go  ? Depart,  my  friends. 

And  I  will  follow. 

Ann.  But  fliould  Sextus  truft 
To  late  affiftance,  Sextus  then  is  loft  !  [Exit, 


■■^'^   C  E   N  E      XIV. 


ViTELLiA,  Servilia. 

Vttel.  Go  thou,  Servilia,  too for  one  fhort 

moment 
I  would  be  left  alone. 

Serv.  Ah  !  let  him  not 
Thus  perifh  in  his  early  bloom  of  life  : 

3  Thou 
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Thou  know'fi:  till  now  that  he  Was  ever  held 
The  darling  hope  of  Rome  ;  and  who  can  tell 
By  whom  he  was  feduc'd  ?  In  thee  compaffion 
Would  be  but  gratitude  ;  this  haplefs  man  v    \ 
Priz'd  thee  far  dearer  than  himfelf :  thy  name 
Was  ever  on  his  lips ;  and  from  his  cheek 
The  colour  fled  when  he  difcours'd  of  thee. 
Thou  weep' ft 

VtteL  Ah  !  go 


Serv.  But  why  wilt  thou  remain  ? 

II 
Methinks,  Vitellia 

Fltel.  O  ye  powers !  depart 

I'll  come  this  inftant — hence — diftrac^  me  nor. 

Serv.  If  only  pity  you  beftow. 

My  brother  to  defend  :  ' 

In  vain  is  all  the  grief  you  fhow,  '  *  * . 

In  vain  your  tears  defcend.    '^i  jjjS  .swV>. 

Why  thefe  gentle  paflions  cherifh  ? 

Give  your  fruitlefs  pity  o'er  ; 
When  you  leave  him  thus  to  perifh. 

What  could  cruelty  do  more  ?  [Exit. 

.  vii*  iii     SCENE 
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SCENE    XV. 

ViTELLiA  alone. 

Now,  now,  Vitellia,  is  the  time  to  prove 
Thy  utmoft  conftancy  :  canft  thou  refolve 
To  fee  thy  faithful  Sextus  pale  and  breathlefs  ? 
Sextus,  who  loves  thee  dearer  than  his  life  ; 
Who,  by  thy  fault,  to  obey  thy  cruel  will, 
Incurr'd  the  guilt  of  treafon  ;  who  adores  thee. 
Inhuman  as  thou  art !  who  even  in  death 
Preferves  to  thee  his  faith  inviolate  ? 
Shalt  thou,  meanwhile,  though  confcious  of  thy 

crime, 
Without  remorfe  afcend  the  bed  of  C^cfar  ? 
O  \  I  fhould  fee  for  ever  Sextus  near  me  ; 
Should  tremble  left  the  earth  and  air  might  whifper 
My  guilt  to  Titus !  Let  me  fly  this  inftant,  .  ^ 

And  prollrate  at  his  feet  difcover  all. 
If  Sextus  cannot  wholly  ftand  abfolv'd. 
At  leaft  I  may  extenuate  his  offence. 
Farewell  the  hopes  of  empire  and  of  nuptials ! 
Such  thoughts  were  madnefs  now — let  but  my 

breaft 
Be  freed  for  ever  from  thefe  racking  pangs, 
And  all  my  hopes  I  fcatter  to  the  winds. 
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•  The  failor,  when  the  temped  raves, 
Cafts  in  the  fea  his  precious  ftores ; 
Which  through  a  mighty  tra6l  of  waves. 
His  veflel  brought  from  foreign  fhores. 

Returning  to  his  native  land. 

His  thanks  he  to  the  Gods  repays. 

That  once  again  the  wifli'd-for  flrand, 

Though  poor,  in  fafety  he  furveys.       [^ExiL 

SCENE    XVI. 

u^  magn'ijiceni  entrance  to  a  fpacious  arwphitheatre^ 
the  infide  of  which  is  difcovered  through  thefeve- 
ral  arches  that  fupport  it.  In  the  midjl  of  the 
circus  are  Jeen  the  confpiraiors  condemned  to  the 
wild  beufls. 

Jfliile  the  following  Chorus  is  futig,  Titus  comes 

out  J  preceded  hy  the  Li^ors,  furrounded  by  the 

Senators  ami  Patricians,    and  followed  hy   the 

Prators :   then  Anxics  and  Servilia  from  dtf- 

fgrent  fides.  ' 

Chorus. 
*Tis  now,  exalted  hero  !  known 

That  Titus  to  the  Gods  is  dear ; 
This  fingle  day's  events  have  fhown. 

That  you  the  Gods'  protection  (hare. 

Hail 
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Hail,  happy  Caefar  !  virtue  muft 

In  Heaven  for  ever  find  a  friend  ; 
.And  thofe,  who  hke  themfelves  are  juft. 
The  righteous  Gods  will  thus  defend. 

Tit.  Ere  yet  the  games  begin,  before  our  pre- 

ience,       •;>;;:  ^.r^j;    .^,|^ ^o  ^iistm  ^dT 
Guards,  bring  the  criminal.— His  hopes  of  pardon 
Are  now  extin6l ;  thus  what  he  leaft  expedts,         ^ 
Will  come  with  double  welcome.  \aftde*' 

Ann.  Caefar,  mercy ! 

Serv.  Mercy,  O  facred  fir  ! 

Tit.  If  now  you  fue 

For  Sextus,  'tis  too  late his  doom  is  fix'd. 

Ann.  And  can  you  then,  with  looks  ferene,  con- 
denm 
Sextus  to  death  ? 

Serv.  How  has  the  heart  of  Titus         .  -  -» 
Forgot  its  wonted  goodnefs ! 

Tit.  Peace he  comes. 

Serv,  O  Sextus  !  , 

Ann.  O  my  friend  ! 


VOL.  I.  X  SCENE 
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•  I    S  C  ]E  N  E    XVII. 

Entfr  PuBLius  and  Sextus  conduced  hy  the 
LiBors, 

Tit.  Sextus,  thou  know'ft 
The  nature  of  thy  crimes  :  nor  need  I  tell  thee 
What  punifhment  awaits  them.    Rome  o'ertum'd, 
Infulted  majefty,  the  laws  infring'd, 
Friendftiip  betra/d,  offended  Heaven  and  earth 

Require  thy  death thou  know'ft  my  life  alone 

Thy  treafon  aim'd  at-rr— riuark  me  now  _  . . 


^'y'^  ?:  .s  c  e  n  e  l  a  s  t.        ■^^  lo-j 

Enter  VitelliAo 

P'itel.  Behold 
Moft  mighty  C^far,  proftrate  at  your  feet, 

[throwing  herfelf  at  the  feet  of  Titus. 
The  moft  diftrefs'd 

Tit.  Ah  !  rife — what  doft  thou  mean  ? 
What  is  it  thou  would'ft  fay  ?  ^  '^^''^* 

Vitel.  I  bring  before  thee  '^ 

The  author  of  this  foul  deftgn. 

Tit.  Where  is  he 
That  could  contrive  fuch  fnares  againft  my  life  ? 

Vitel.  Thou'lt  not  believe  it. 
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Tit.  Wherefore  ? 

Fiiel.  I am  guilty. 

Tit.  Thou  too,  Vitelha! 
Sex. 


!Sex.   1 


„   /  ^O  Heavens 
Ft 


Tit.  Which  of  ye  more  have  plotted  to  betray 
me  ? 

Fitel.  I  am  the  guiltiell — I  contriv'd  the  trea- 
fon ; 
I  from  his  faith  feduc'd  your  deareft  friend, 
,  And  urg'd  him,  blinded  by  my  wiles,  to  attempt 
Your  facred  life. 

Tit.  What  caus'd  thy  rage  againft  me  ? 

Fitel.  Your  goodnefs,  which  I  conftru'd  into 
love. 
Vain  hopes  I  nourifh'd  to  receive  from  you 
Your  hand  in  marriage,  and  to  jfhare  the  throne : 
But  fince,  negle6led  twice,  I  fought  revenge. 

Tit.  WTiat  dreadful  day  is  this !  even  at  the  in- 
ftant 
I  ftand  prepar  d  to  pardon  one  offender. 
Another  is  difcover'd  :  righteous  powers  ! 
Where  Ihall  I  find  a  faithful  friend  >  The  flars 
Have  furely  all  confpir'd  to  make  me  cruel. 
Spite  of  my  nature.*— No — they  ihall  not  boaft 

X  2  Such 
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Such  triumph  o'er  me  :  ft  ill  my  conftant  mind 

Shall  hold  her  wonted  tenour.     Let  us  prove 

Which  can  be  moft  unfhaken,  treachery 

In  other  breafts,  or  clemency  in  mine. 

Guards,  ftrike  off  Sextus*  chains ;   give  Lentulus 

And  his  companions  life  and  liberty. 

Be  witnefs  Rome  that  I  am  ftill  the  fame ; 

That  Titus  knows,  forgets,  and  pardons  all. 

Ann.  7  . 

,    J^O  generous  pnnce  ! 

Sen\  What  virtue  e'er  before 
Attain'd  fuch  godlike  height !  ' 

Sex.  I'm  motionlefs. 

Vitel.  I  cannot  hold  from  tears. 

Tit.  To  thee,  Vitellia, 
This  hand  I  promis  d but 

Vltel.  I  know  it,  Caefar, 
'Tis  not  for  me,  for  after  guilt  like  mine. 
Such  union  would  be  monftrous. 

Tit.  Yet,  in  part, 
I'll  anfwer  thy  defire  :  I  plight  my  word 
Thou  ne'er  fhalt  fee  a  rival  on  the  throne. 
I'll  have  no  other  confort  now  than  Rome ; 
No  children  but  my  fubje(51:s  :  my  affedlions 
Shall  undivided  center  all  in  them. 
Thou,  princefs,  to  the  approaching  happy  nuptials 
Of  Annius  and  Servilia  add  thy  own  : 

isJ-       •  X  .i    .  To 
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To  Sextus  give  thy  hand  ;  the  wifh'd-for  grant 
His  love  has  dearly  purchas'd. 

ritel  While  I  live 
Your  will  fhall  ever  di6^ate  to  my  heart. 

Sex.  O  Caefar  !  O  my  lord  !   and  will  you  yet 
Refufe  our  adoration  ?  Shall  not  Tyber 
Raife  temples  to  your  name  ?  How  can  I  hope 
The  bitter  memory  of  my  paft  offences — 

Tit.   Sextus,    enough ;    let  us  once  more  be 
friends, 
And  never  fpeak  again  of  errors  paft; 
For  thefe  already  in  the  breaft  of  Titus 
Are  canceird  all :  I  blot  them  from  my  thoughts  ; 
And  while  I  thus  embrace,  I  pardon  thee. 

[_emhraces  Sextus. 

I  Chorus. 

*Tis  now,  exalted  hero  ! '  known 
That  Titus  to  the  Gods  is  dear ; 

This  lingle  day's  events  have  fhown, 
That  you  the  Gods'  protection  fhare. 

Hail,  happy  Caefar  !  virtue  muft 
In  Heaven  for  ever  find  a  friend  ; 

And  thofe,  who  like  themfelves  are  juft, 
Tlie  righteous  Gods  will  thus  defend. 

END  OF  THE  THIRD  ACT. 

DEMETRIUS. 


DEMETRIUS. 


PERSONS  OF  THE  DRAMA. 

Cleonice,     Queen    of    Syria,    in    love    with 
Alcestes.  V 

Alcestes,  in  love  with  Cleonice. 

Phenicius,  a  Grandee  of  the  Kingdom,  Tutor  to 
Alcestes,  and  Father  of  Olinthus. 

Olinthus,  a  Grandee  of  the  Kingdom,  rival  to 
Alcestes. 

Barsene,  the  Confidante  of  Cleonice,  fecretly 
in  love  with  Alcestes. 

MiTHRANES,  Captain  of  the  Royal  Guards,  Friend 
to  Phenicius. 


The  Scene  lies  in  Seleucia. 
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ACT   I.    SCENE    I. 

An  apartment  illuminate  J :  a  feat ;   a  table  on  out 
Jide  and  afceptre  and  crown  upon  it, 

Cleonice  feated,  leaning  upon  the  tahh, 
Olinthus. 

CJeo.  Enough,  Olinthus,  in  a  few  fhort  mo-^ 
merits 
The  impatient  people  at  the  deftin'd  place 
Shall  fee  their  queen  :  they  afk  of  me  to  choofe 

A  hufband  and  a  king yes,  I  will  choofe 

A  king  and  hufband  :  give  me  but  an  inftant 
To  recollect;  my  thoughts.     Why  am  I  prefs'd 
With  fuch  unmanned  d  zeal  ?  Have  then  my  vaflals 
No  more  refpe(9:  ?  And  was  it  but  to  enflave. 
You  rais'd  me  to  the  throne  ?  Or  do  you  fcorn 
To  yield  fubjedlion  to  a  female  fway  ? 
But  Cleonice  is  not  yet  the  firft 
Example  of  her  fex ;  Scythia  has  own'd 
The  rule  of  Thomyris  and  of  Thaleftris ; 
And  Babylon  and  Carthage  have  confefs'd 
The  reigns  of  Dido  and  Semiramis. 

OUn, 
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OJin.  Forgive  me,  queen,  unjuftly  you  com- 
plain : 
Say,  has  not  Syria  witnefs'd  to  your  virtues  ? 
Remember,  when  your  mighty  father  died. 
She  plac'd  you  on  the  throne  ;  to  you  intruded 
Th'  election  of  her  king ;  allow'd  you  time 
For  counfel  and  reflexion  :  ever  fince 
She  ftrives  in  vain  to  haften  on  the  hour. 
Long  promis'd  by  yourfelf  to  make  her  happy : 
Yet  you  reproach  your  people.    O  !  my  queen, 
Unjuftly  you  complain. 

Cleo.  In  Cleonice 
If  thus  the  realm  confide,  you  cannot  fure 
Refufe  her  now  fome  minutes  of  delay. 

Olm.  O  Heaven  !    fo  oft  our  hopes  have  been 
decciv'd. 
With  reafon  'tis  we  fear.     Two  moons  entire! 
Seleucia  gave  your  pious  grief  to  weep 
A  father's  lofs ;  the  third  is  in  its  wane. 
Yet  are  you  unrefolv'd.    Sometimes  to  excufe 
Yotir  long  delay,  you  plead  a  fatal  dream. 
Or  unpropitious  day  :  now  from  the  right 
You  fee  the  lightning  flafh  ;  now  from  the  altar 
Oblique  afcends  the  flame  :  the  bird  of  night 
Now  breaks  your  flumbers  with  his  funeral  fong ; 
And  now  your  eyes  involuntary  poui* 
The  fudden  tear. 

Cleo.  Alas  !  my  fears  were  true. 

OUn,  After  fuch  fond  pretences,  urg'd  in  vain, 

At 
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At  length  this  day  you  promis'd  for  your  choice  : 
Your  fubje6):s  all  afTembled,  with  impatience 
Prevent  the  rifing  morn  :  each  decks  his  perfon 
With  utmoft  pomp  to  appear  before  his  queen. 
Some  clothe  their  limbs  in  coftly  filken  veils. 
Wrought  by  Sidonian  virgins ;  fome  in  wool, 
Of  deepeft  Tyrian  dye  ;  while  o'er  the  brows 
Of  fome  the  pride  of  foreign  plumage  nods 
Amid  the  turban's  folds ;  or  from  their  temples 
Depend  the  coftly  firings  of  Indian  pearl. 
Others  with  gems  and  burnifh'd  gold  adorn 
The  ftately  trappings  of  the  Parthian  fteed. 
This  day  whate'er  is  precious  Syria  fhows ; 
And  every  treafure  now  is  brought  to  light, 
Which  fearful  avarice  had  for  years  conceal'd. 

Cleo.  How  little  this  avails  to  eafe  my  heart ! 

Olin.  But  wherefore  all  thefe  cares,  this  ufelefs 
pomp. 
If  from  the  morn  till  noon,  in  expectation. 
From  noon  till  eve  they  wait,  yet  wait  in  vain  ? 
The  night  declines  apace,  but  ftill  you  come  not. 
Irrefolute,  uncertain,  ftill  you're  loft 
In  anxious  doubts,  while  each  delay  feems  fhork 
And  infufhcient  to  confirm  your  thoughts  : 
Yet  you  reproach  your  people  .  O  my  queen, 
Unjuftly  you  complain. 

Cleo.  'Tis  all  too  true  ; 
Yes,  I  muft  yield  to  hard  ncceffity : 

Co 
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Go  then,  and  I  will  follow  :  I  will  choofe 

My  hulbandj  and  content  my  kingdom's  wifhes. 

OUn.  Reflect remember  that  your  faithful 

fubjedt 
Olinthus  loves  you -that  my  blood — — 

Cleo.  I  know 
It  flows  unfuUied  from  a  race  of  heroes. 

Olin.  Then  add  to  this  the  virtues  of  Phenicius. 

Cleo.  Of  thefe  I'm  not  to  learn. 

OUn.  His  prudent  counfels — 

Cleo.  Oft  have  I  prov'd  their  worth,  and  tried 
his  faith ; 
Whate'er  thou  fay'ft,  Olinthus,  I  confefs. 

Olin.  And  yet  you  know  not  all unnoted 

long, 
Enamour'd  of  your  beauties,  have  I  pin'd 
A  fecret  lover 

Cleo.  O  forbear,  and  leave  me  ! 

Olin.  Can  I  forbear  ? 

Cleo.  Is  this  a  time,  Olinthus, 
To  talk  of  love  ?  [rifes, 

Olin.  Why  fwells  your  indignation, 
If  pleading  here  forgivenefs 

Cleo.  Ceafe,  and  leave  me. 


Olin. 
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OUn.  What  caufe  can  now  your  anger  move. 
What  may  thofe  looks  intend  ?  ^ 

I  knew  not  that  to  fpeak  of  love 
Would  thus  my  queen  offend. 

*  .  'Tis  from  your  charms  my  error  flows, 
Thefe  paflions  you  impart ; 
Love  freedom  on  my  tongue  bellows. 

But  binds  in  chains  my  heart.  [Exit. 

S  C  E  N  E    11. 

Enter  Barsene. 

CJeo.  Alceftes,    O !    where  art  thou  ?    Lov*d 
Alceftes,  i  > 

Doft  thou  not  hear  me  ?  Still  in  vain  I  call,        , , 

In  vain  expedl  thy  prefence. My  Barfene, 

Perchance  thou  bring'ft  me  news  of  glad  import ; 
Say,  is  my  dear  Alceftes  yet  return'd  ? 

Bar.  O  would  to  Heaven  he  were  !   I  come,  my 
queen, 
To  haften  your  approach  :  the  populace 
Begin  to  murmur  loud  at  your  delay,  .  ^,.^1  f 

Nor  can  you  longer,  but  with  utmoft  danger,  pj|  7/ 
protra6l  your  ftay.  / 

Cleo.  O  me  unhappy  !  come    [going,  Jhejiops. 

Let  us  depart  to  choofe  this  hufband Heaven  ! 

My  courage  fails,  Barfene  :  vainly  reafon 

3  Would 
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Would  point  me  out  that  courfe  my  dubious  heart 

And  tardy  feet  refufe Is  there  a  wretch 

So  curs' d,  fo  tortur'dj  fo  forlorn  as  I  ? 

[throws  her/elf  in  ihe  chair. 

Bar.  Why  thus  ingenious  to  tornjient  yourfelf, 
By  feigning  woes  that  are  not  ? 

Cleo.  Feigning  woes  ? 
Is  it  a  fi6lion  then  that  tyrant  duty 
Coriftrains  me  now  to  bind  myfelf  in  marriage, 
A  Have  till  death  to  one  I  cannot  love  ? 
To  one  perhaps  who  while  with  feeming  tranfport 
He  feeks  my  hand,  laments  the  hard  condition 
On  which  he  buys  the  throne  ? 

Bar.  'Tis  true  ;  but  yet 
The  facred  ties,  the  dear  fucceeding  pledges 
That  blefs  the  nuptial  bed ;  and  ftealing  time 
Whofe  courfe  can  reconcile  two  hearts  averfe ; 
All  thefe,  by  flow  degrees,  will  change  averfion 
To  love,  or  foften  it  at  lead  to  friendfhip. 

Cho.  And  what  if  my  Alceftes  fhould  again 

Return,  and  find  me  in  another's  arms  ! 

What  muft  become  of  both  ? — ^The  thought  dif- 

tra6ls  me 

How  fhall  I  then  repent  my  breach  of  faith  ! 

What  torment  muft  be  his  to  fee  me  falfe  ! 

Alas !   I  figure  to  myfelf  his  rage. 

His  juft  reproaches,  and  his  jealous  pangs, 

And  in  his  features  every  thought  I  read 

His  fecret  heart  conceals. 

Bar, 
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Bar.  And  can  you  hope 
That  ever  he'll  return  ?  A  feafon  now 
Is  paft,  fince  'midft  the  Cretan  ranks,  in  battle 
Your  father  fell ;  you  know  that  by  hi$  fide, 
Alceftes  fought,  nor  has  been  heard  of  lince. 
Or  now  he  groans  in  chains,  or  'midft  the  waves 
He  found  his  fate,  or  was  in  combat  llain. 

Cleo.  No,  my  heart  tells  me  that  Alceftes  lives, 
Alceftes  will  return. 

Bar.  Should  he  return 
You  muft  be  more  unhappy.    If  to  him 
YoH  give  your  hand,  you  flight  a  hundred  lovers 
That  claim  regard  ;  or  fhould  you  choofe  another, 
Alceftes  prefent  at  your  fatal  choice, 
You  kill  the  man  you  love  :  thus  his  arrival 
But  ofi^ers  you  this  hard  alternative. 
To  fliow  your  cruelty  to  one,  or  prove 
Unjuft  to  many. 

CJeo.  Let  him  but  return. 
Some  way  may  yet  be  found 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Mithranes. 

Mith.  O  queen,  what  means 
Your  long  delay  ?  The  peril  grows  more  prefling  : 
The  people's  patience  now  by  flow  degrees 
Pegenerajtes  into  tumult ;  nought  can  flop 

1  The 
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The  tfireatening  mifchief  but  your  fpeedy  pre- 
fence. 

Cleo.  Behold  Barfene  how  Alceftes  comes ! 
Let  us  depart.  \rifes. 

Bar.  Is  then  your  choice  determin'd  ? 
Cleo.  'Tis  not  determin'd. 
Bar.  What  is  then  your  purpofe  ? 
Cleo.  I  know  not  what. 

Bar.  Will  you  thus  unrefolv'd, 
Expofe  yourfelf  to  fuch  a  dangerous  trial  ? 

Cleo.  I  go,  Barfene,  whither  fate  compels  me. 
Without  a  friend  to  counfel  or  fupport.         ^  '*^  ^ 

While  thus  a  thoufand  doubts  I  feel,  ' ' 

With  empire  and  with  love  diftreft,  '^^ 

My  heart  affli6led  fcarce  can  tell  '  ^ 

If  hope  or  fear  infpire  my  breaft.  ^ 

A  fovereign's  duty  I  confefs ; 

I  own  the  gentler  paffion's  fway  : 
I  now  refolve,  and  now  no  lefs 

Repent,  and  both  by  turns  obey.     lExii. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    IV. 

Barsene,  Mithranes. 

Bar.  Unhappy  queen  !  her  woes  excite  my  pity. 

iVf/V//.  Have  you  fo  much  compaflion  for  her 
pains, 
And  yet  for  me,  Barfene,  feel  fo  Httle  ? 

Bar.  If  pity's  all  you  feek,  I  freely  grant  it  j 
But  if  you  hope  for  love,  your  hopes  are  vain. 

Mish.    And  have  I  not  enough  to  make  me 
wretched, 
That  thou  would' ll  now  deprive  me  even  of  hope  ? 

Bar.  Light  are  the  fufFerings  that  you  prove  ; 

You  freely  may  complain  : 
And  if  you  cannot  waken  love. 

At  lead  you  pity  gain. 

But  I,  alas !  in  fecret  mourn. 

All  hopelefs  of  relief; 
Nor  the  dear  youth,  for  whom  I  burn. 

Is  confcious  of  my  grief.  \^E.xix. 


VOL.1.  Y  SCENE 
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SCENE    V. 

Enter  Phenicius. 

Mith.  Fruitlefs  compaflion ! 

Phen.  Say,  Mithranes,  where 
Is  Cleonice  ? 

Mith.  She  at  length  compell'd. 
Is  gone  to  make  th'  ele<5lion. 

Phn.  Then,  my  friend. 
My  cares  are  all  in  vain. 

Mith.  What  doft  thou  mean  ? 
Fhen.  Yes,  to  thy  well  known  faith  1  muft  re- 
veal 
A  mighty  fecret ;  hear,  and  give  me  counfel. 

Mth.  Confide  in  me,  I  plight  my  truth,  my 
honour 
Ne*er  to  reveal  it. 

Phen.  Thou  remember'ft  well 
That  Alexander,  Cleonice*s  father. 
Drove  from  the  throne  our  lawful  king  Demetrius. 

iW/M.  Near  thirty  years  have  fince  elaps'd,  but 
ftill 
The  event  is  prefent  to  my  mind. 

Phen,  Thou  know'ft 
In  cruel  banifhment  Demetrius  died  : 

y      •  :  Thott 
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Thou  muft  have  heard  that  with  him  died  his  fon. 
As  yet  an  infant. 

Mith.  Yes,  I  recoiled 
He  too  was  call'd  Demetrius. 

Phen.  Now,  my  friend, 
Learn  that  this  royal  offspring  llill  furvives, 
Nor  is  to  thee  unknown. 

MitL  May  I  believe  thee. 
Or  is  it  but  a  dream  ? 

Phen.  I'll  tell  thee  further ; 
He  in  Alceftes  lives. 

Mith.  Immortal  powers ! 
What  do  I  hear  ! 

Phen.  His  father,  when  he  fled, 
Intrulled  him  to  me,  and  gave  me  charge 
To  have  him  nam'd  Alceftes  :  to  his  bofom 
He  prefs'd  me  tenderly,  his  fond  embraces 
Dividing  thus  betwixt  his  fon  and  me. 
With  fighs  he  cry'd :    "  Receive  this  precious 

pledge ; 
*'  Preferve  him  for  his  father's  fake,  preferve  him 
"  To  aflert  a  glorious  vengeance  and  to  reign.'* 

Mith.  Now  I  perceive  the  motive  of  your  zeal ; 
But  wherefore  was  he  thus  fo  long  conceal'd  ? 

Phen.  Fearful  to  hazard  yet  a  life  fo  valu*d, 
I  fpread  the  tidings  that  Demetrius  liv'd. 
But  kept  it  fecret  that  he  was  Alceftes. 

y  2  Thou 
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Thou  need'ft  not  hefe  be  told  that  this  report 
On  Alexander  brought  the  Cretan  arms;  ,■■■  .n  tt 
And  that  the  tyrant  in  the  battle  fell.        /    \^^^ 
But  different  was  th'  effecSt  Demetrius'  name  ...  .  - : 
Produc'd  in  Syria ;  there  the  ambitious  nobles 
Refus'd  their  credit  to  the  voice  of  rumour. 
And  hence  a  foreign  aid  was  requifite 
To  fix  him  on  the  throne  :  this  aid  from  Crete 
Is  now  expe6led ;  but  it  comes  in  vain. 

Alceftes  is  from  hence and,  ah  !  I  know  not 

If  yet  he  lives meantime  our  Cleonice 

Ele6ls  a  king. 

Mith.  Should  Cleonice  now 
Ele<Sl  him,  let  Alceftes  but  return, 
Let  him  from  Crete  receive  the  promis'd  fuccours. 
And  vengeance  ftill  is  in  his  power. 

Phen.  Mithranes, 
Far  different  my  defigns :  I  hop*d  Alceftes 
Some  future  day  to  Cleonice  join'd 
In:  nuptial  bands,  with  her  might  fhare  the  throne  <, 
For  fure  the  princefs  well  deferves  to  reign. 
To"  this  intent,  in  both  their  hearts  I  cherifli'd 

A  growing  paftion  ;  and  had  defliny 

But  I  negle^l  the  hours  in  vain  complaints. 
My  friend,  I  call'd  thee  to  partake  my  cares, 
Could  we  gain  time  \ye  yet  might  reap  the  fruit 
Of  all  our  toils— — Then  let  us  go,  and  feek 
To  intemipt  the  choice  ;  if  nought  befide 
Ayail,  I.'ll  venture  to  difclofe  the  fecret : 

$  Do 
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Do  thou  before  the  aflembiy  fecond  me/"* '    '^ 
And  if  the  great  occalion  call  for  arms,  ^^ 

With  arms  aflift  me. 

Milh.  Here's  my  hand,  my  fword. 
In  fuch  a  caufe  my  blood  fhall  freely  flow ;, 
I  ne'er  can  fhed  it  in  a  nobler  quarrel.'   "**' * 

0  !  'twere  an  envied  death  to  lofe  my  life 
In  fighting  for  my  king/i;  ^jii.  ^a;5i-id  3fiT 

Phen.  Come  to  my  breaft ■'    * 

Thou  generous  fubje6l  1  thy  fidelity 
Brings  tears  into  my  eyes ;  within  my  heart 

1  feel  new  hopes,  and  by  thy  courage  fee 

The  Gods  withdraw  not  yet  their  favour  from  us. 

Safe  through  the  ftorm  my  vefTel  flies, 
. ,    The  dangerous  courfe  while  Virtue  guides ; 
^-- While  Reafon,  near,  her  aid  fupplies ; 
'-  \    While  Glory  in  my  breafl  refides. 

*Tis  Virtue  that  my  truth  enfures ; 

'Tis  Reafon  makes  my  courage  more  ; 
And  Glory,  after  death,  fecures 

My  name  from  time's  oblivious  power.  [Exif. 


SCENE    VI. 

MiTHRANES  alone. 

One  like  Alceftes  never  could  be  born 
Jn  lowly  cottages ;  his  looks,  his  air, 

His 
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His  fpccch  betray'd  him  :  even  in  humble  flatc 
His  adtions  all  proclaim'd  a  princely  heart, 

A  foul  exalted,  form'd  to  reign, 
In  lonely  woods  conceal'd  in  vain, 
•  Still  darts,  by  fortune  though  deprefs'd, 
A  ray  of  majefty  diftrefs'd.  r  > 

The  blazing  fire,  though  deeply  hid,  ' 

Can  never  wholly  ceafe  to  fhine  ; 
Huge  rivers  in  the  narrow  bed 
,  Jlefufe  their  cu)rre;at§  to  cpnfinp,        yS^iU 

SCENE    VII. 

u4  magnificent  place  with  a  throne  on  erne  Jide  ;  feats 
oppofite  the  throne  for  the  Grandees  of  the  king- 
dom,   ji  profpeSi  of  the  principal  port  of  Seleu- 
CiA,    with   the  harbour.      Ships  illuminated  ta 
folemnize  the.  ele£lion  of  the  new  king. 

Cleonice  preceded  hy  the  Grandees  of  the  hingddyn, 
followed  hy  Phenicius  a7id  Olinthus.  Guards 
and  People. 

Chorus. 

Each  Gk)d,  and  every  Goddefs  hear  ! 

Be  prefent  at  our  prayer  : 
Behold  the  important  moment  near 

That  mull  our  king  declare. 

First 
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First  Chorus. 

Hear  !  Mars  and  Cupid,  now  defcend ; 
Your  eyes  unbind,  your  falchion  fheathe. 

Second  Chorus. 

Let  Peace  and  Hymen  here  attend, 
With  kindled  torch, ,  and  olive  wreath. 


First  Chorus. 

Come,  Jove,  and  clofe  befide  thee  wait' 
The  fubje6t  Gods,  with  Chance  and  Fate. 


rr 

.1 


Second  Chorus.   '  I 

Benignant  come  to  blefs  mankind, 
And  leave  thy  angry  bolts  behind. 

Chorus, 

Each  God,  and  every  Goddefs  hear  !  ^    „,  i- 

Be  prefent  at  our  prayer ; 
Behold  the  important  moment  near. 

That  mull  our  king  declare. 

[while  this  Chorus  is  fang,  Cleonice,  at- 
tended  ^  Phenicius,  ajcends  the  throne, 

OVin.  O  queen  !  all  Syria  with  impatient  zeal 
Waits  from  your  lips  to  hear  their  monarch  nam'd^ 
At  length  refolve— ^ — each,  by  refpe6lful  filence. 
Would  haften  on  th'  event. 

Cleo. 
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Cko.  Sit  then O  Gods  ! 

How  cruel  is  this  day  !  [afde. 

[Phenicius,  OHnthus  and  the  reji  of  the 
.^i\\hui\  lOrandees  take  their  places,     /ox 

Phen.  What  means  fhe  now  !  \afide. 

Cleo.    Syrians   attend :    you   rais'd  me  to  the 
throne ; 
Your  love  deferves  my  thanks ;  and  yet  your  gift 
Is  clogg'd  with  hard  conditions  :  midft  fo  many 
Equal  iai  birth,  and  equal  in  defert. 
Like  me,  who  would  not  paufe  ?  In  all  my  thoughts 
Doubtful,  irrefolute,  now  this,  now  that, 
I  choofe,  reje6t ;  a  thoufand  times  an  hour 
I  change  my  will.     Behold  I  come  to  choofe, 
^et  ftill  I  come  uncertain,  unrefolv'd. 

Then.  Take  then,  O  queen  !  a  longer  time  to  fix 
Your  undetermin'd  mind. 

Olin.  A  longer  time  ? 

Then.  Be  filent — think  not  Syria  means  to  prefs 
you 
With  zeal  importunate  :  we  all  confefs 
How  great  mud  be  your  trial. 

Olln.  Is  the  courfe 
Of  thi  ee  long  moons  fo  little  ?  Thus  indeed 
May  Cleonice  ftill  proceed  to  promifc, 
And  never  yet  refblve. 

Then.  Prefumptuous  boy  ! 
Wl:i,ence  fprings  this  infolence  ? 


ACT  I.]  DEMETRIUS.  329 

Olin.  'Tis  zeal,  'tisjuftice,     .->*-^'*-T    --"  * 
*Tis  fenfe  of  danger  for  my  queen.     Should  Syria 
This  day  be  baffled  in  her  hopes,  I  know  not 
To  what  extremes  impatience  may  proceed. 

Phen.  They  may  repent  their  rafhnefs :  thofe 
who  lit  '   •         ,.  I  '        y^ 

Supreme  on  thrones  can  brook  compulfion  ill. 
Though    length    of    years    unnerve    my   body's 

ftrength. 
It  has  not  damp'd  the  vigour  of  my  foul :     - 
No— thefe  old  veins  fhall  pour  forth  all  their  blood 
To  guard  my  fovereign's  freedom 

Cleo.  O  Phenicius !  -  ,  ^  i  ^t  -'  .-^ 
Forbear  to  furnifh  caufe  for  new  contention.  ^ 
What  now  avails  it  to  defer  th'  ele6l:ion, 

I  Hill  fhall  be  uncertain Hear  me  then, 

I  now  declare  my  choice^ 

Phen.  You  muft  not  choofe. 
'Tis  time  we  fhould  difcover  all.  \aftde. 

Cleo.  What  brings 
Mithranes  here  with  hafty  fteps  ? 

SCENE    VIII. 

Enter  Mithranes. 
Milh.  This  inftant, 
In  a  fmall  bark,  Alcefl'es  is  arrivM, 

CUo.  Ye  powers  I 

Phen 
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Pken.  I  breathe  again.      '  *    '^  "    '^^'     "^  "* 
Cleo.  Where  is  Alceftcs  ?  ^  * 

Miih.  He  comes  from  yonder  port.    . 

Cleo.  Phenicius,  go ; 
And  thou,  Olinthus — O  my  fluttering  heart  I 
Meet  and  embrace  your  now  returning  friend. 

[rifes,  the  reft  rife  at  the  fanie  time. 
I  had  almofl  forgot  I  was  a  queen.  \afide, 

\refumes  her  feat, 
[Phenicius  and  Mithranes  go  to  meet  Alcefles, 
who  is  feen  to  approach  the  fhore  in  a  fmall 
veffel;  he  lands,  and  they  embrace. 
Olin.  Unfortunate  arrival !  [afide, 

Cleo.  See  Alceftes ! 
And  doft  thou  throb,  my  heart,  to  view  the  con- 
queror 
That  binds  thee  in  his  chains  ? 

-     SCENE    IX. 

Enter  Alcestes  from  the  port. 

Ale.  At  lenoth  has  fate 
Given  me  the  wifhM-for  happinefs,  my  queen. 
To  throw  me  at  your  feet :  yes.  Heaven  allows  me 
Thus  with  thefe  faithful  lips  to  pay  you  here  ^  ^ 
The  tribute  of  my  conftancy ;  moft  happy. 
If  'midft  the  cares  that  ftill  furround  a  throne, 
You  deign  one  royal  look  to  grace  my  welcome. 

Cleo. 
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CJeo.  Whatever  I  am,  or  private,  or  a  queen. 
Still  fhalt  thou  find  the  fame  in  Cleonice. 
And  art  thou  then  Alcefles  now  returned. 
So  long  expedled,  and  fo  long  bewaiVd  ? 

Phen.  My  hopes  again  revive.       ^,^|.j     \afide. 

Cleo.  But  what  difafter 
Has  thus  withheld  thee  from  us  ? 

OUn.  Patience,  Heaven  !  [afide. 

Ale.  You  know  that  my  departure  with  your 
father — 

Olm,  Alceftes,  we've  been  told  the  fight,  the 
florm. 
The  death  of  Alexander 

Cleo.  Let  him  yet 

Relate  the  refl Proceed.  \to  Alceftes. 

Olin,  O  pain  to  fuffer  !  [afide. 

Ale.  The  courage  of  our  troops  began  to  link 
When  Alexander  died  :  the  adverfe  bands  . 

Already  leap'd  triumphant  on  our  (hips. 
And  horrid  llaughter  rag'd  amidft  the  vanquifh'd. 
Death  ftalk'd  around  in  various  ghaftly  forms ;    ^ 
Some  in  the  waves  expir'd ;  fome  breath'd  their  laft 
Transfix'd  with  hoftile  darts ;  and  oft  'twas  doubtful 
If  feas  or  foes  deftroy'd  them.    I  meanwhile, 
Preferv'd  amid  the  havock,  hating  life, 
Stood  on  the  vefTel's  (hatter'd  prow,  expos'd 
To  many  a  thoufand  fhaft :  there  long  I  fought. 

Till 


332  DEMETRIUS.  [aCT  I. 

Till  my  blood  flreaming  faft  from  every  wound, 
My  fenfes  fail'd,  and  headlong  from  the  height, 
Into  the  feas  I  fell.         il^^IA  audi  uorij  n&  bnA 
Cleo.  My  pitying  heart  j-'^"^  ^bofooqro  V^^ajzfe. 

Ale.  How  long  I  floated  on  the  waves  I  know 

not ; 

But  when  again  I  rais'd  my  heavy  eyes,  ?4Jiii  islrl 

They  faw  the  fliip  no  more ;  but  I  perceiv'd 

Myfelf  upon  a  homely  bed  reclin'd. 

Beneath  a  limple  roof:  the  walls  around 

Were  hung  with  nets ;  and  clofe  befide  me  flood. 

With  gentle  looks,  a  hoary  fifherman,  " 

Bent  by  the  weight  of  years. 

^  ,-  -  -    ^  --  ilr^absdT 

Cleo.  But  fay,  wh^t  land 

Had  then  receiv  d  thee  r  •         • 

uiJc.  'Twas  the  land  of  Crete, 
A  Cretan  was  my  hofl ;  he  found  me  cafl:'" 
Half  dead  upon  the  fhore,  and  with  compaffion 
Convey'd  me  to  his  dwelling ;  then  with  care  '  "'•' 
Reflor'd  my  fainting  fenfe,  and  to  my  wounds '-'^- 
Applied  the  fovereign  balm  of  healing  plants : 
With  him  I  long  remain'd ;  'tv^'as  he  provided 
The  bark  that  brought  me  hither. 

Phen.  Strange  events  I  "    - 

Olin.  At  length  the  tale  is  done —  tis  time-r-^.. 

Cleo.  Olinthus, 
I  underftand  thee — I  will  choofe  my  hufband  :  ^  _ 

Let 
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Let  all  be  feated  and  attend.  *•  — -       '  ^ 

[Phenicius,  Olinthus  and  the  reft  of  the 
Grandees  take  their  places. 

Ale.  I  come  *^ 

,Moft  opportunely  to  the  choice. 

[Alceftes  going  to  feat  hirnfeJf  is  prevented 
hy  Olinthus. 

Olin.  Forbear, 
What  wouldTt  thou  do  ? 

Ah.  Obey  the  queen's  command. 

Ol'in.  And  fhall  it  be  ?  Shall  Syria  then  behold 
A  low-born  Ihepherd  feated  by  Olinthus  ? 

Ah.  Already  Syria  has  enough  diftinguifh'd 
Alceftes  from  the  fhepherd.    Know,  Alceftes 
Caft  off  his  former  ftate,  when  he  refign'd 
The  fhepherd' s  crook  to  grafp  the  warrior's  arms. 

OVm.   But  in  thofe  veins  ftill  runs  a  peafant's 

^^00^-  .1  iii/m  li/;  lo'i 

.  Ah.  No — in  thefe  veins  far  different  flows  the 

ft  ream ; 
For  when  I  fhed  my  blood  in  your  defence,         -, .» 
I  made  it  noble. 

Ol'm.  Which  of  all' thy  race 
Haft  thou  to  boaft  ?  What  now  infpires  this  bold- 
nefs  ? 

Ah.  My  own  right  hand,  my  courage,  and  my 
fword. 

ii  L.nW  OVm. 
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OUnJ  Since  then 

Phen.  Be  filent  yet — 

OUn.  Let  us  at  leafl 
Be  told  the  glory  of  his  anceftors. 

Phen.  The  glory  of  thy  race  with  thee  concludes^ 
But  his  begins  with  him. 

Cleo,  No  more — By  virtue 
Of  my  command  Alceftes  is  ennobled. 

OUn.  Yet  in  this  place  muft  none  prefume  to  fit, 
But  thofe  of  higheft  rank. 

Cleo.  Well  then,  Alceftes 
Shall  fit  as  general  of  the  Syrian  armies ; 
Shall  fit  as  keeper  of  the  royal  fignet : 
Will  this  fuffice,  OHnthus  ? 

[Alcefi:es  feais  himfelf. 

OUn.  'Tis  too  much —  *   \f\fi^g' 

Give  next  yourfelf  away ;  eledl  him  king ; 
For  all  muft:  fee  to  what  your  purpofe  tends. 

Phen.  And  dar'ft  thou  rafhly  anfwer  thus  thy 
fovereign  ? 
Hear  me,  O  queen  !  to  me  commit  the  talk 
To  punifh  this  prefumptuous — "■—' 

Cleo.  To  his  merits, 
And  inexperienc'd  youth,  I  pardon  all : 
But  let  him  curb  his  fpeech. 

Phen.  Sit  then,  and  learn  [to  Olinthus. 

At  leaft  in  filence  to  fupprefs  thy  temper. 

Hear'ft 
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Hear'ft  thou,  Olinthus  ? 

Ohn.  Sir 1  will  obey —  \_fi^^* 

I  burn  with  rage.  [a/uie» 

Cleo.  Already  in  my  heart 
My  choice  is  fix'dj  but  ere  I  fpeak  my  thoughts. 
This  one  condition  grant :  each  prefent  here 
Muft  fwear  allegiance  to  th'  eledled  king, 
Whether  a  Syrian,  or  a  ftranger  bom, 
Of  blood  illuflrious,  or  of  race  obfcure. 

Olin.  Can  I  hear  this  ?  [afide. 

Phen.  Whate'er  he  be,  O  queen  1 
I  fwear  to  obey  him. 

Cleo.  Now,  Olinthus,  fpeak. 

Phen,  Wilt  thou  not  anfwer  ? 

OJin,  Let  me  ftill  be  filent. 

Cleo.  Thou  doft  perhaps  refufe  it  ? 

Olin.  I  have  caufe  ; 
Nor  I  alone  oppofe  the  oath  enjoin'd  ; 
Others  there  are 

Cleo.  'Tis  well ^let  thofe  who  feek 

On  terms  like  thefe  to  reign,  afcend  the  throne  : 
I  will  not  bear  control  me nt  in  dominion. 

[rlfes  from  the  throne  ;  all  the  reji  rife  from 
their  feats  at  the  fame  time. 
Phen.  Heed  not,  O  queen !  the  few  that  darfe' 
rebel ; 
But  fee  the  faithful  many  that  obey. 

1  CUq 
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Cleo.  Phenicius,  no — I  never  in  my  prefence 
Mufl  bear  even  from  a  few  the  voice  of  fadion. 

[defcends  from  the  throne. 
Then  let  the  general  council  of  the  ftate 
Determine  for  me.     Suffer  me  to  choofe  ,^  - 

Without  the  law's  compulfion,  or  permit  me 
To  quit  this  throne,  which  at  your  own  rcqueft  j  / 
I  firft  afcended.    In  a  private  llation  it^rl  / ' 

I  may,  without  a  crime,  on  whom  I  pleafe         .,  , 
Beftow  my  heart ;  and  be  indeed  a  queen. 

If  on  the  throne  I  muft  obey, 
Refumc  again  the  pageant  fway. 

For  fuch  my  foul  difdains. 
The  prince  whofe  power  to  will  is  loft. 
Is  but  a  titled  flave  at  moft. 
And  but  in  fancy  reigns. 

[Exit  followed  hy  Mithranes,  Grandees, 
guards  and  people, 

SCENE    X. 

Phexicius,  Olinthus,  Alcestes. 

Fhen,   And  muft  thy  paiiions  ever  make  me 
blufh. 
Nor  wilt  thou  from  the  converfe  of  the  wife. 
Or  their  example,  learn  to  rule  thy  condu6l } 

Olin.  My  father,  wherefore  are  you  thus  unkind 
To  me  your  fon  ?  The  power  is  yours  to  raife 
^•'-  Olinthus 
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Olinthus  to  the  throne,  and  you  oppofe  him. 

Phen.  Yes,  Syria  then  would  doubtlefs  have  a 
king 
With  every  virtue  ;  turb\^lent  and  raib^ 
Unjull  and  violent • 

OUn.  Your  lov.'d  Alceftes 
Would  then  be  humble,  generous,  mild  and  pru- 
dent!  l£g:n  '..  il 
Ah  !  who  will  teach  me  now  the  art  tp  gain 
A  father's  dear  afFedlion  ? 

Phen,  Would'ft  thou  gain 
On  my  affection,  imitate  Alcefles. 

The  careful  peafant  when  he  fpies 

A  tender  tree  that  kindly  grows ; 
His  pains  full  gladly  there  applies, 
.  And  all  his  culture  there  beftows. 

But  with  regret  he  turns  afide, 

Whene'er  his  nurfling  he  perceives 

His  former  cares  and  toil  deride. 

With  fruitlefs  boughs  and  barren  leaves. 

lExit. 

SCENE    XL 

Olinthus,  Alcestes. 

OUn.  My  father  bids  me  in  Alceftes'  fchool 
Learn  to  be  virtuous — Come,  begin  to  teach  mt : 
VOL.  I.  z  And 
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And  Heaven  fo  frame  my  genius  to  receive 
Inftru(5lion,  not  to  fhame  fo  great  a  mafter^w^'i 
Ale.  My  lord,  from  you  alone  I  can  fupport 
Such  bitter  taunts— the  fon  of  good  Phenicius 
May  fpeak  without  rebuke.  ^  i 

Ol'm,  I  was  too  bold'-'"  ■'^''      ■  " 

To  dally  with  my  king  :  forgive  me^  lir. 
If  I  offend  the  regal  dignity.  •  ■  i'j^ 

Ale.  Farewell,  Olinthus,  for  you  put  my  pa- 
tience ■  ^  - 
To  too  fevere  a  trial ;  you  infult  me,    '  ^   • 
.  And  truft  too  much  in  that  refpedt  I  owe  you,    ^^ 

The  feaman  mocks  the  rifing  breeze. 
When  firfl  it  blows  a  gentle  gale  ; 

But  trembles,  when  the  wind  he  fees  -  * 
With  dreadful  rage  the  waves  aflail. 

The  pilgrim,  with  regardlefs  view. 

Aloft  a  fleecy  cloud  efpies  ; 
'Till  thence  unlook'd-for  ftorms  enfue. 

And  thunders  rattle  through  the  ildes. 


.i.r. 


SCENE    XII. 

Olinthus  alone. 

What  man,  unconfcious  of  Alcefles'  birth. 
And  race  obfcure,  but  by  his  proud  demeanour 

Would 


ACT  I.]  DEMETRIUS.  339 

Would  deem  him  fprung  from  Pelops  or  Alcides  ?^ 
Yet,  fpite  of  rank,  with  fhame  I  own,  Alcelles 
Is  ftill  a  rival  that  Olinthus  fears. 

What  now  avails  a  noble  name. 
The  boafted  ftock  from  which  I  came, 
If,  'midft  the  various  turns  of  fate, 
A  fhepherd-fwain,  of  lowly  Hate, 

With  me  for-  Syria's  throne  contends  ?       »• 
Blind  Fortune  !  I  the  gift  defpife. 
That  in  your  changeful  favour  lies, 

That  on  your  partial  fmile  depends.  [^ExU. 


SCENE    XIII. 

j^n  inner  garden  of  the  royal  palace. 

Cleonice,  Barsexe. 

CJeo:  Is  it  becaufe  I  love  him  that  the  world 
Are  all  Alcefles'  foes  ?  To  oppofe  me  thus. 
But  adds  to  my  afFe6lion. 

Bar.  Now  perhaps 
The  council  has  decided  in  your  favour. 
Why  then  before  the  time 

Cleo.  Full  well  I  know 
The  power  of  envy  :  at  this  very  inftant 
Perhaps  my  empire's  ended  :  yet,  Barfene, 
Think  not  that  malice  e'er  can  make  me  wretched  : 

z  2  In 
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'/■  'u,  ..■  .  :.i  ,..,..  •■ 

In  my  Alcedes'  heart  I  more  than  reign. 

Bar.  O  pangs  of  jealoufy  !  [^^r 


SCENE    XIV. 


Enter  Phenicius,  * 

Cleo.  Phe'nicius,  fpeak,  ^' 

Has  yet  the  council  fettled  ?      '^  ^^  ^^'^'^ 

P^<?«.  All  is  done. 

Cleo.  The  reft  I  underftand  without  thy  telling  r 
My  reign  is  finifh'd. 

Phen.  Better  judge,  my  queen. 
Of  Syria  and  yourfelf :  your  faithful  vaflals 
Have  more  refpe6t  and  love.    The  power  is  yours 
To  raife  the  man  you  pleafe,  to  fhare  the  throne  : 
Whatever  may  prove  your  choice,  of  high  degree. 
Or  race  obfcure,  all  fwear  to  yield  obedience. 

Cleo.   And  can  it  be  ?    What !   in  a  few  (hort 
moments. 
So  chang'd  from  what  they  were  ? 

Phen.  Alas  !  you  know  not         I  •'•^''-   •"^'^'^ 

•  ■  •         '        '"•#1  »j 

How  dear  your  fubjet^^s  pnze  you  :  all  appear  cf 

On  this  important  day.     With  tranfport  fome 

ExtoU'd  your  form,  where  goodnefs  feem'dto  dwell : 

Your  wifdom  fome,  and  fome  your  virtues  prais'dr 

Some  offer'd  all  their  blood  in  your  defence ; 

And,  *midft  their  mingled  raptures  of  applaufe, 

O  queen  I 


jICT  I.]  DEMETRIUS.  341 

O  queen  !  how  many  eager  tongues  at  once 
Pronounc'd  the  pleafing  name  of  Cleonice. 

.     Bar.  O  my  difaflrous  love  !  [afide. 

Cleo.  Go         to  the  council 
Declare  this  meflage— tell  them  that  my  heart 
Is  not  infenfible  to  fuch  high  proofs 
Of  duteous  zeal ;  that  ftill  my  care  (hall  be 
The  kingdom  never  may  repent  the  truft 
Plac'd  in  their  queen ;  that  Cleonice  ever 
With  gratitude  ihall  own  it. 

Phen.   [ajide.']  In  Alceftes 

The  rightful  heir  will  now  afcend  the  throne. 

[Exit, 

S  C  E  N  E    XV. 

Cleonice,  Barsene, 

Bar.  Behold  how  fortune  feconds  all  your  wifhes: 
See  your  delires  accomplifh'd  ;  every  forrow 
Js  now  difpers'd, 

Cleo.  O  Heaven ! 

Bar.  What  means  that  figh  ? 
Is  there  a  caufe  of  grief  ?  This  happy  hour 
The  man  you  love  is  yours  ;  and  ftill  your  eyes 
Are  dimm'd  with  flreaming  tears, 

Cleo.  My  dear  Barfene, 
Alceftes  now  is  loft  ! 

Bar,  How  loft,  jny  queen  ! 

Cleo» 
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Cleo,  Shall  then  my  fubjedls  be  more  generous 
found 
Than  I  their  queen  ?  And  would'll  thou  Cleonice 
Should  by  her  partial  fondnefs  judge  of  merit. 
Without  regarding  that  illuftrious  throng 
Of  nobles  that  furround  her  ?  Shall  fhe  raife       I 
A  fliepherd  to  the  throne  to  rule  the  world  ? 
O  !  can  I  even  in  thought — It  mud  not  be. 
Till  now  my  glory  urg'd  me  to  fubdue 
The  oppofing  voice  of  faction  ;  that  repell'd. 
It  now  infpires  me  to  fubdue  myfelf. 

Bar.  How  will  Alceftes  bear  it  ? 

Cleo.  If  Alceftes 
Still  love  me  as  he  ought,  he'll  love  my  glor}'. 

0  !  he'll  exult  to  find  his  Cleonice 
Thus  fhine  with  native  luftre  o'er  her  fex, 

■  Above  the  \-ulgar  herd  of  common  lovers. 

Bar*  I  fear  your  beft  refolves  will  Ihrink  before 
him. 

Cleo.   Alas !   my  friend,   I  dare  not  meet  the 
trial ; 

1  know  not  if  my  virtue  could  fupport  it ; 
For  O  !  my  heart  is  fix'd  too  firmly  his. 
If  I  would  conquer,  I  no  more  muft  view 
That  dear  lov'd  face. 


SCENE 


ACT  I.]  DEMETRIUS.  343 


SCENE    XVI. 

Enter  Mithranes. 
]\fit/i.  Alceftes  feeks  admittance. 
Cleo.  O  Heaven  !  Barfene  ! 
Bar.  NoWj  confirm  your  ftrength. 
Cleo.  Go — 'tis  no  longer  time —  [to  Mithranes. 
Mith.  Alcefles  comes.  [Exit, 

Cleo.  Be  refolute  my  foul;  [afide. 

• 

SCENE    XVII. 

Enter  Alcestes. 

^Ic.  And  is  it  given  me 
Without  a  bluih,  before  my  beauteous  queen 
To  breathe  my  vows  of  conftancy ;  to  tell  her. 
That  abfent  from  her  fight  I  found  no  peace  ? 
To  tell  her  that  my  thoughts  were  only  hers. 
That  fhe's  my  love,  my  glory,  and  my  life  ? 

C/eo.  Ah  !  fpeak  not  thus. 

^Ic.  Not  fpeak  !  can  then  thefe  fond, 
Thefe  true  profeflions  of  my  heart's  afFedlion, 
That  once  were  wont  to  pleafe,  offend  thee  now? 
And  is  it  thus,  O  Heaven  !  I  find  again 
The  fame  in  Cleonice  ?  Or  am  I 
The  fame  Alcefles,  that  at  length  returned, 

So 
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So  long  expelled,  and  fo  long  bewail'd  ? 

Cleo,  O  torture !  .^  [afide, 

Ale.  Yes,  I  fee,  I  fee  it  now ; 
A  few  fhort  moons  of  abfence  have  fuffic'd 
To  freeze  the  hopes  of  ten  years  faithful  love) 

Cleo,  Ah  !  would  to  Heaven- '■  ' 

jilc.  What  means  that  exclamation  ? 
Tell  me  my  crime  ;  if  ever  I  have  wrong'd  thee, 
Let  fate  refume  whate'er  thy  lavifh  hand 
Has  heap'd  upon  me  :  may  thofe  beauteous  eyes, 
Thofe  eyes  that  rule  my  heart,  that  guide  my  life, 
Still  on  Alceftes  dart  their  angry  beams. 
Look  on  me— — fpeak 

Cleo.  I  can  endure  no  more 


Farewell ! [Exit^ 

SCENE    XVIIL 

Barsene,  Alcestes. 

Ak-  Ye  powers !   what  can  this  mean  ?   Her 
words 
ConfusM,  her  frequent  fighs,  her  looks  of  forrow, 
All  make  me  tremble — tell  me  then,  Barfene, 
Say  whence  this  new,  this  cruel  change  proceeds  ? 
From  the  dark  workings  of  fome  fecret  foe  \ 
Or  is  it  but  her  own  inconftancy. 
The  liars'  injuilice,  or  Alceftes'  guilt  ? 
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Bar.  Even  from  my  foul  I  pity  your  diftradion : 
Perchance  fome  other  beauty  may  be  found 
To  make  Alceftes  happier.  "^  . 

r 

Jfk.  Flril  my  Hfe 
Shall  reach  its  lateft  period— — ftill  I'll  love  her. 
Though  'tis  decreed  I  mult  no  more  have  peace, 
'Tis  better  far  to  fufFer  every  torment 
For  Clebnice's  fake,  than  to  receive 
From  other  lips  affedlion's  tenderell  vows. 

Her  charms,  that  kindled  firfl  my  flame. 

The  fuel  ftill  fupply  : 
Through  life  my  paflion  burns  the_fame. 

With  me  alone  ihall  die. 

Should  Love  the  faireft:  maid  incline 

To  hear  and  foothe  my  pain : 
In  vain  to  me  her  beauties  fliine. 

Her  pity  fooths  in  vain.  [^Exif. 

SCENE    XIX. 

Barsene  alone. 

What  would'ft  thou  more,  my  heart  ?    SubjeiSl 
thyfelf 
To  be  refus'd,  contemn'd  !  thy  hopes  are  fruitlefs 
To  overcome  Alceftes'  conftancy. 
Yet  who  can  tell  th'  event  ?    Long  time  and  fuf- 
fering 

Perhaps  may  conquer by  repeated  drops 

The 
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The  obdurate  rock  is  worn ;  and  ftubborn  oaks 
Yield  to  the  founding  axe's  frequent  blows. 
But  fhould  I  be  deceiv'd  ?  Alas !  I  fear 
The  youth  I  dote  on,  conftant  to  his  purpofe, 
Will  more  relentlefs  prove  than  flones  or  trees,  r^ 

My  foul  her  freedom  feeks  to  gain,  *'^>»"'»'^' 
Would  fain  refolve  to  break  her  chain. 

But  this  the  flatterer  Hope  denies. 
Of  all  the  paflions  in  our  breaft. 
This  firft  is  born,  an  early  gueft. 

And  is  the  laft  that  dies. 

Yet,  ah  !  to  heal  diftemper'd  minds 

How  little  Hope  confpires. 
But  only  conftant  fuel  finds 

For  credulous  delires.  [^Exlf. 


END  OF  THE  FIRST  ACT. 


ACT 
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A  x:  T    II.       S  C  E  N  E    I. 

u4  gallery. 
Alcestes,  Olinthus.  ^ 

^Ic.  Anti  wherefore  doft  thou  now  oppofe  my 
pafiage  ? 
I  haile  to  the  apartment  of  the  queen. 

Olin.  Thou  muil  not  enter  there,  the  queen 
forbids  thee  : 
OUnthus  fays  it. 

Ale.  Here  at  leaft  I'll  wait 
Till  I'm  again  permitted  to  behold  her. 

Olin.  My  word  may  fure  fuffice  :  thou  mull  not 

now 
Attempt  to  appear  in  Cleonice's  prefence  : 
She  has  forbidden  thee  to  be  admitted. 
Nor  e'er  will  fee  thee  more. — Yet  doft  thou  hear 

me  ? 

Ale.  See  me  no  more  !• O  Heaven  ! 

Olin.  I  fee,  Alceftes,* 
Thou  art  ftruck  at  this  command. 

Ale.  Olinthus,  no. 
Forgive  me,  but  I  cannot  yet  believe  thee  : 
To  me  my  queen  can  ne'er  be  fo  unjuft. 
O  !  wherefore  fhould  (lie  doom  to  fuch  affliction 

The 
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The  man  whofe  faith  to  her  has  prov'd  iinfhaken  ? 
Olinthus,  either  thou  deceiv'ft  thyfelf. 
Or  me  thou  would'ft  deceive.     , 

Olin.  And  dar'ft  thou  then 
Still  doubt  my  truth  ? 

Ale.  If  I  have  dar'd  too  far, 
I  fliall  know  all  from  her,  f/wW , 

'^    Olin,  Yet  ftay,  i)a/v  .^'.V. 


SCENE    II. 


1/  oj  L..^*;i  { 
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Enter  Mithranes, 

.  Mith.  Alceiles, 
Say,  whither  would'ft  thou  go  ? 

Ale.  Detain  me  not ; 
^1  fly  to  Cleonice,  ^ ' 

Mith.  O  !  my  friend. 
Thou  art  denied  admittance  to  her  fight, 

•:     Ale.  Is  it  then  true  that  I'm  forbid «     ^   . 

Mith.  Too  true. 

Ale.    For  pity's  fake,    Mithranes,    plead   my 
caufe ; 
Return,  and  tell  her  that  this  cruel  ftroke 
Is  more  than  all  my  firmnefs  can  fupport  i ^^^ 
Tell  her  fome  envious  tongue  has  wrong'd  myfame. 
That  ftill  I'm  true,  that  fhould  flie  think  me  guilty, 
Xy^.\iexipQX.  can  clear  my  fullied  honour. 
,\r  Mith, 
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Jlfah.  I  dare  not  now  obey  you  ;  for  the  queen 
Has  given  us  charge  to  fpeak  of  you  no  more. 
And  makes  it  criminal  to  name  Alcefles, 

ylk.  But  fay  the  caufe. 

Mith.  From  me  fhe  keeps  it  fecret.    >*      "  "' 

u4Ic.  Alas  !  I  am  betray'd  :  fome  impious  wretch 
Belies  me  to  her  :  but  whoe'er  thou  art         ->"!i  A 
Tremble,  thou  traitor  ;  think  not  thou  (halt  long 
Be  hid  from  my  refentment :  in  the  temple        / 
I'll  pierce  thy  heart,  nor  fhall  the  facred  altar 
Preferve  thee  from  my  rage.  i 

Olin,  Thefe  threats,  Alcefles,  '^ 

Ar^  fpent  in  vain. 

Jllc.  Alas ! — forgive,  my  friends. 
The  tranfport  of  a  mind  dillurb'd  :  my  flate 
Deferves  compaflion,  and  I  afk  it  of  you. 
O  !   fpeak  in  my  behalf :  at  leaft  with  pity 
Refle6l  that,  midft  his  many  griefs,  Alcelte$ 
Is  now  reduc'd  to  place  his  trufl  in  you.  '  ;" 

Is  there  a  man  whofe  favage  heart 
No  fenfe  of  foft  compaflion  proves. 

For  one,  though  guiltlefs,  doom'd  to  part 
For  ever  from  the  fair  he  loves  ?  : 

Though  cmel  ftars  my  death  decree. 

Yet  nothing  from  my  foul  can  tear  • 

•    Her  image  which  I  ever  fee,  - 

Which  ever  in  my  breall  I  bear.  [^Exif. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    III. 

OlINTHUS,    MlTHRANES. 

Olin.  At  length  'tis  done the  ruin  of  Alcefles 

Secures  to  me  the  empire Yes^  Mithranes, 

Already  hope  anticipates  my  joy..„,{  ....  ^ 

■  Mith.  The  wife  rely  not  eafily  on  hope.  T 

A  happinefs,  in  confidence  expected,  rnoil  bid  -s-'l 
When  'tis  withheld,  afflidls  us  hkc  a  lofs  :  (j  i;  f 
Thou  art  deceiv'd,  if  thus  thy  hopes  alltire  th^e,  X 
It  were  a  happinefs  indeed  to  reign. 
If  headftrong  palTions  would  refpedl  the  thrpns;  V- 
If  nothing  more  remain'd  for  him  to  wifh,  c. 
Who  once  had  worn  the  veft  of  royaJty ;  ■"^,:. 
But  one  denre  extind:,  another  Iprmes,  .,  ^r 

The  obje<5l  chang'd  it  lofes  not  its  flrength.  ,  ^.. 
If  now  thou  findTt  not  peace  within  thyfelf,  .\ 
Learn  thou  wilt  ilill  be  wretched  in  the  Hate  , 
Of  wifli'd-for  empire. 

OUn.  Think'ft  thou  not  the  pleafurc  1 ' 

Is  mighty,  to  command  ? 

Mith.  The  good  we  feek 
By  cuflom  grows  familiar ;  every  joy 
Is  more  in  expe6lation  than  pofleflion. 
Thou  canft  not  tell  the  burden  of  a  crown. 
Nor  what  it  cofts  to  attain  the  arts  of  fway. 

OUn.  By  reigning,  'tis  we  learn  to  rule. 

1  Mith. 
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Mith.  'Tis  true : 
But  he,  who  learns  by  ruling,  oft  muft  err, 
And  every  little  error  in  a  king, 

Is  criminal  efteem'd. 

■:■  ■:,iii  i?i3i:.  // 
OUn.  Of  this,  Mithranes, 

I  cannot  fpeak  ;  for  taught  alone  to  wield    ' 

The  fword  and  fpear,  'tis  not  for  me  to  fathom 

The  paffions  of  mankind  :  fuch  deep  refearches 

Demand  maturer  years,  and  frequent  converfe 

In  Egypt's  temples,  or  the  Athenian  porch. 

Mith.  There,  need§  not  fine  J:hfi  wifdom  taught 
at  Athens 
Or  Egypt,  to  preferve  our  faith -unbroken  ? 
Hall:  thou  not  lov'd  Barfene  till  this  hour  ?  XT 

OUn.  And  ftill  I  loA^e  her.  lU  eiii  tii&rjh  naO 
'  Mith.  Canft  thou,  loving  her,^  '"-"^^^  eudHiifO 
Defire  a  throne  that  certain  makes  herfofs. '*'''^^^^ 

OUn.  And  wilt  thou,  with  a  kingdom  gain  a, 
compare 
The  loling  of  a  heart  ?  ' 

Mith.  By  proofs  like  thefe 
Fidelity  is  knov.n. 

OUn.  In  love,  Mithranes,      ^'"  °^^  '^  -^"-^ 
What  faith  is  to  be  found  ?  Through  every  part 
'Tis  vaunted  oft,  but  little  'tiS  preferv'd. 

.  J  iiL.il:  i  .;a,iJ. 
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See  the  boafled  truth  of  lovers 
Like  the  Arabian  bird  renown'd, 

Vouch'd  by  all,  but  none  difcovers 
Where  the  wonder  may  be  found. 

Canft  thou  tell  what  climes  conceal  him,      i 

Where  he  dies  and  lives  again  ? 
When  to  me  thou  wilt  reveal  him, 
.   Then  my  love  (hall  fix'd  remain.       ^xit^ 

•1  . 

•  1 .  i 

S  C  E  N  E    IV, 

MiTHRANES  alone.  ..jy 

The  lighteft  breath  of  Fortune's  doubtful  gale 
Can  elevate  his  thoughtlefs  youth  :  already ,  \0 
Olinthus  feems  to  grafp  the  regal  fceptre  ;    -^ , 
Already  fees  himfelf  on  Syria's  throne ;  ;-  j^ 

How  weak  is  man  when  pafiion  blinds  the  foul  I 

SCENE    V.         :m»oI  ^tfV  ^ 

MiTHRANES,    ClEONICE. 

Cleo.  Who  waits  there  ?  I  would  write. 

[Jpeaks  to  a  ^age  as  entering. 
Depart,  Mithranes. 

Mith.  I  (hall  obey  you.  [g^^^g- 

Cleo.  Hear  me Has  Alceftes 

Again  enquir'd  of  me  ? 

6  Mith. 
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Mith.  He  has,  O  queen  ! 
No  other  care — but  ftill  the  unhappy  youth — — 

Cleo.  Depart — —enough- yet   hear,    what 

could  he  fay  ? 

Mith.  He  vows  that  flill  he's  true  to  love^ 
That  treacherous  arts  your  bofom  move. 
That  ne'er  your  heart  could  cruel  prove. 

Where  goodnefs  once  was  wont  to  reft. 
He  dies  to  fee  your  anger  pafl, 
Before  your  feet  to  breathe  his  lafi. 

The  vi6lim  of  his  love  diftreft.  [Exit* 

SCENE    VI. 

Enter  Barsene* 

har.  All  is  prepar'd,  my  queen :   here  in  this 
paper 
You  to  Alcefles  may  reveal  your  purpofe. 

Cleo.  And  fhall  I  hot  in  this  be  moft  inhuman 
To  him  and  to  myfelf  ?  Yet  would  I  fain 
Subdue  my  h«art,  would  fain  eftrange  him  from 

me : 
For  this  the  realm  expedls,  my  glory  prompts. 
Heaven  wills,  and  Cleonice  muft  obey. 
But  from  my  lips  at  leaft  he  may  be  told  it ; 
*Tis  tyranny  by  letter  to  convey 

Such  cruel  tidings  to  him No,  my  friend, 

What  other  confolation  can  remaitt 

VOL.  I.  A  A  Bor 
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For  two  unhappy  lovers,  doom'd  to  part, 
Than  to  complain  at  lead  with  mutual  forrow, 
To  dwell  on  all  their  former  tendernefs, 
And  mourn  together  in  their  laft  adieu  ? 

Bar.  Is  this  a  confolation  then  ? O  no, 

A  wifh  to  fee  Alccfles  has  betray'd  you. 
Truft  not  yourfelf  again  to  fuch  a  trial : 
Relifting  once  you  have  enough  perform' d. 
You  lofe  the  fruit  of  your  fidl  vi6lory 

Should  you  attempt  a  fecond- Well  I  know 

One  interview  would  weaken  your  refolves, 

And  flronger  make  the  foe.  Complete,  my  queen. 

The  generous  work :  in  you  your  fubjects  hope  : 

Reflect;  that  on  your  conftancy  to  bear 

This  cruel  ftroke,  that  fills  your  foul  with  anguifh, 

Muft  now  depend  your  glory. 

C/eo.  Tyrant  glory  ! 
And  mull  I  die  to  keep  my  fame  unfullied  ? 
Or,  while  I  lirve,  for  ever  mourn  the  lofs 

Of. all  I  hold  mod  dear  ? Inhuman  duty  ! 

Thou  fhaj,t,be  fatisfied yes,  I  will  write. 

Bar.  My  fate  begins  to  fmile  ;  I  ftill  have  hopes- 

Alcelles  may  be  mine.  \aftde, 

Cleo.  *•'  Belov'd  Alceftes," [writing. 

Bar.  Yes,  T  may  boaft  of  happinefs  indeed. 
If  'midft  th'  emotions  of  her  troubled  mind. 
For  fomc  few  moments  glory  keeps  her  feat. 

[afide. 

.1  <^°- 
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Cko.    "  Our  fate  permits  us  not  to  live   in 
peace." [writing. 

Bar.  My  hopes  increafe — O  Heaven  !  fhe  now 
withdraws 
Her  trembUng  hand^  and  leans  her  penfive  cheek : 
Alas  !  her  firft  affections  are  return' d  !  [ajide. 

Cleo.  My  poor  undone  Alceftes ! 

\Jpeaksy  then  writes  again. 

Bar.  How  I  tremble 
Jjell  fhe  repent :  yet  were  I  Cleonice 
I  know  not  how  my  heart  could  bear  the  conflidl. 

[aJide, 

Cleo.  \writing.~]   "  Still  live,  my  befl  belov'd, 
but  not  for  me." — 
'Tis  done,  Barfene.  {fifing- 

Bar.  We  have  reach' d  the  port.  [afide. 

Yes,  juflly  Heaven  has  deflin'd  for  the  throne 
A  mind  like  yours  exalted. 

Cleo.  Take  this  paper  : 
The  care  be  thine [about  to  give  her  the  paper. 

SCENE     VII. 

Enter  Phenicius. 

Phefi.  Have  pity,  gracious  queen  I 

Cleo.  For  whom  doft  thou  implore  it  ? 

Phen.  For  Alceftes. 

A  A  2  But 
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But  now  I  met  him  pale,  and  fcarce  alive. 
Half  frantic  with  his  grief:  the  harfh  decree 
That  dooms  him  never  to  behold  you  more. 
Is  fuch  a  ftroke  as  llabs  him  to  the  heart. 
By  turns  he  iighs,  he  raves,  he  prays,  he  threatens. 
But  'midft  his  rage  and  grief  remembers  you. 
And  you  alone  ;  each  moment  he  repeats 
Your  much  lov'd  name,  that  even  obdurate  rocks 
Might  pity  his  diflrefs. 

Cleo.  Unjufi:  Phenicius, 
From  thee  my  ilaggering  virtue  hop'd  to  find 
A  kind  fupport,  but  ne'er  from  thee  expedlcd 
A  motive  to  betray  it.     Why,  ah  !  why 
Doft  thou  return,  with  barbarous  cmelt}^. 
To  fearch  the  wound  fiill  bleeding  in  my  breaft  ? 

Phen.  Forgive  the  warmth  of  fond  paternal  lo  Ve, 
That  prompts  me  thus  :  Alceftes  is  my  fon. 
Son  of  my  choice,  fon  of  my  deareft  cares, 
The  happy  plant  which  I  have  foftcr'd  long. 
That  flourifli'd  in  the  beams  of  princely  favour, 
Beneath  your  royal  eye  ;  the  kingdom's  hope  ; 
The  hope  and  ftay  of  my  declining  age. 

Bar.  O  ill-tim'd  55eal !  [tifde. 

Vhen.  And  muft  I  now  behold 
My  expecftations  in  a  moment  blafled  ? 
Ah  !  queen,  I  cannot  bcaft  fuch  ftrength  in  age 
As  will  enable  me  a  fingle  day 
To  outlive  this  fatal  fhock. 

CVeo, 
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Cko.  What  can  I  do  ? 
What  would  Alceftes  ?  Say,  what  confolation 
Does  he  from  me  require  to  eafe  his  fufFerings  ? 

Phen.  To  view  you  once  again  and  die. 

Cleo.  O  Heaven  ! 

Phen.  Faireft  of  queens !  I  fee  your  heart  is 
mov'd : 
Have  pity  on  Alceftes,  on  Phenicius ; 
Think  on  thefe  lilver  hairs,  thefe  years  of  fcrvice  j 
My  well-tried  faith  fure  merits  fome  indulgence. 

CJeo.  Who  longer  could  refift  ? Go,  bid  him 

enter.  \jears  the  paper,  and  rifes. 

Bar.  Behold  my  kindling  hopes  again  extin^ 
guifh'd.  \afide, 

Phen.  It  is  enough ^let  her  but  fee  Alceftes, 

Alceftes  will  o'ercome.       \_g'^ingi  meets  Olinthus. 

SCENE    VIII. 
Enter  Olinthus. 

Olin.  My  queen,  my  father,- 
Alceftes  is  no  longer  in  Seleucia  ; 
By  my  device  already  he's  departed. 

CJeo.  What  fay'ft  thou  ? 
Phen.  Wherefore  ? 
Olin.  With  ungovern'd  warmth 
Importunate  he  fought  once  more  to  fee  you ; 

lience. 
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Hence,  in  your  name,  I  gave  him  ilri6i  command 
Inftant  to  quit  the  reakn. 

•  Cleo.  And  when  from  me 

Didft  thou  receive  fuch  orders  ? Guards  !    O 

Heaven  !  [Guards  enter. 

Hade,  be  Alceftes  found  and  brought  before  us. 

[Guards  go  out. 

Then.  Unhappy  me  !  \afide. 

.   Cleo.  But  fhould  their  fearch  be  vain. 
Tremble,  rafh  youth,  'tis  thou  flialt  pay  the  forfeit 
Of  thy  prefumption. 

Olm.  I  but  hop'd  to  ferve  you, 
■Removing  thus  a  dangerous  obllacle, 
That  might  obftru<5l  your  glory. 

Cleo,  Who  made  thee 
The  guardian  of  my  glory  ?  Could  I  ever 
Have  but  forefeen,  Phenicius,  this  misfortune  ? 
Sure  all  the  world  confpire  againft  my  peace. 

In  forrow's  lap  my  infant  years  * 

Were  from  the  haplefs  cradle  bred  ; 

And  Fortune  ilill  averfe  appears ; 
In  forrow  ftill  my  days  are  led. 

While  Love  each  vain  refolve  deftroys ; 

No  longer  fix'd  my  thoughts  remain  ; 
Yet  Love,  alas  !  no  peace  enjoys, 

Nor  finds  the  blifs  he  feeks  to  'gain.      [Exit. 

SCENE 
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\ 

S  C  E  N  E    IX. 

Barsene,  Phenicius,  Olinthus. 

Oliri.  Tell  me,  my  lord,  when  have  you  known 
a  mind 
Changeful  like  Cleonice's  ?  At  one  inftant 
She  loves,  and  hates ;  now  alks  to  fee  Alceftes, 
And  now  forbids  his  prefence  ;  while  on  others 
She  lays  the  blame  of  her  ftill  wavering  purpofe. 

Phen.  Rafh  boy  !    and  doft  thou  thus  refpedl 
thy  fovereign  ? 
At  lead  for  once  be  taught  to  curb  thy  fpeech. 
O  !  I  defpair  to  amend  him  !  [t'o  Barfene. 

Bar.  Ripening  days 
Will  bring  maturer  thought :  as  yet  Olinthus 
Is  but  in  life's  firft  fpring. 

Phen.  I  too,  Barfene, 
Have  known  the  fpring  of  life  :    thefe  locks  that 

now 
Are  thinn'd  and  white  with  time,  were  beauteous 

once; 
Then,  happy  times  !  'twas  not  with  fuch  contempt 
Youth  heard  the  wholefome  counfels  of  the  wife  : 
But  now  the  world  declines,  and  growing  old 
Degenerates  from  its  virtue.  [Exif. 
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SCENE    X, 

Barsene,  Olinthus, 

Olin.  To  content 
The  aufterity  of  age,  we  muft  begin 
To  a,6k  the  hero  from  our  infant  years ; 
But,  ah  !  Barfene,  different  is  the  plan 
Of  fprightly  youth.     Say,  does  OUnthus  ftill 
Share  in  thy  tendernefs  ? 

Bar.  Alas  !  my  lord. 
Why  would  you  mock  me  thus  ?    Since  long  ere 

thig 
Mine  have  been  fhaken  off  for  nobler  chains. 
And,  to  her  fovereign,  pleas'd  Barfene  yields  ? 

I  know  in  fport  thou  feek'ft  my  love  : 

Know  too,  but  few  the  tears  I  fhed  ; 
But  little  grief  my  foul  can  move, 
1    To  find  a  faithlefs  lover  fled. 

Another  now  my  heart  infpires ; 

To  him  my  fond  afFe6lions  turn ; 
And  in  my  breafl  the  pleafing  fires 

Still  burn,  and  fhall  for  ever  burn.       [^Exif, 
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SCENE    XI. 

Olinthus  alone. 

Barfene's  fcorn,  and  Cleonice's  anger, 
Alceftes'  fortune,  and  the  harfh  rebukes 
Of  a  ftern  father  might  have  damp'd  the  fire 
In  every  common  mind  :  but  'tis  not  thefe 
Can  terrify  OHnthus.     Great  attempts 
Demand  an  equal  courage  :  noble  fpirits 
Start  not  at  perils,  nor  refufe  fatigues ; 
And  favouring  fortune  oft  befriends  the  bold. 

He  ne'er  with  venturous  veflel  braves 
The  fea,  when  loud  the  tempeft  raves. 
Who,  pale  with  fear,  the  diflant  waves 

In  fafety  from  the  land  furveys. 
He  ne'er  attempts  to  mix  in  fight. 
Who  trembles  at  the  glittering  light 

Of  armour,  and  the  falchion's  blaze.    \_ExiU 

SCENE    XII. 

^  room  with  feats. 

Cleonice  alone. 

Now,  Cleonice,  now,  thy  trial  comes  r 
To  fee  thy  lov'd  Alceftes  once  again, 
And  fee  him  for  the  lall  J  and  haft  thou  courage 

To 
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To  fpeak  thyfelf  the  fatal  fentence  to  him  ? 

To  bid  him   leave    thee,    drive    thee    from    his 

thoughts  ? 
Far  better  had  it  been  to  let  him  go. 

SCENE    XIII. 

Enter  Mithranes. 

Wth.  My  gracious  queen,  Alceftes  is  at  hand, 
After  fuch  pangs  reftor'd  again  to  life,  '■ 

He  waits  once  more  impatient  to  behold  you. 

Cleo.  How  my  heart  throbs !  \afide. 

Mith.  Phenicius  faw  and  cheer'd  him,       .]  1 
Told  him  the  power  he  ftill  had  in  your  bread. 
At  this  recovering,  like  a  tender  flower 
That  rifes  to  the  fun,  furcharg'd  with  dew, 
He  clear'd  his  brow,  again  the  colour  flufh'd 
His  glowing  cheek,  and  every  look  was  chang'd  ; 
While  fill'd  with  hope  and  unexpe^ed  joy. 
Love  mix'd  with  tranfport  brighten'd  in  his  face. 

CJeo.  Arid  muft  I  lofe  him  then  ?  \_afide. 

Depart,  Mithranes, 
Bid  him  approach,  I  here  expedl  his  coming. 

Mith.  O  fortunate  Alceftes !  {Exit. 

.  r 
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SCENE    XIV. 

CLEONiiCE  almie. 

Where,  ah  !  where 
Are  now  the  boarded  thoughts  of  fame  and  empire  ? 
Ah  !   what  has  driven  you  hence  ?    To  guard  my 

foul 
In  this  dire  trial,  this  approachijng  confli61:, 
I  feek  you  in  my  breaft  but  cannot  find  you  j 

This  is  the  dreadful  moment Can  I  place 

My  hopes  in  you,  when  at  the  name  alone 
Of  him  I  love,  you  thus  at  once  forfake  me  ? 
Return,  O  Heaven  !  return  :  aflemble  all. 
Confirm  my  weak  refolves,  and  teach  my  heart 
To  bear  unmov'd  the  laft  aflaults  of  love. 

SCENE    XV, 

Enter  Alcestes. 

Ale.  O  queen  ador'd  !  no  longer  I'll  believe 
That  grief  dellroys  us  :  'tis  deception  all. 
To  fay  affliction's  iron  hand  cuts  fliort 
The  lingering  haplefs  hours  of  painful  life. 
O  !  were  it  true,  Alceftes  had  not  liv'd  ; 
But  if  my  woes  have  purchas'd  this  reward, 
This.wifh'd-for  meeting,  happy  are  my  fuiferings ; 
Whate'er  I've  felt  is  amply  now  repaid. 

Cleo, 
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CJeo.  Heart-breaking  tendernefs !  [aftde. 

Ale.  If  thou  art  ftill 
To  me  the  fame  as  I  am  flill  to  thee ; 
If  it  indeed  be  true  that  I  may  yet 
Hope  every  thing  from  Cleonice's  goodnefs ; 

0  !  tell  me  now  by  what  unknown  offence 
Have  I  deferv'd  fuch  rigour  from  my  queen  ? 

Cleo.  Thou  (halt  know  all,  Alceftes;  fit,  and 

hear  me.  \Jif^- 

Alc.  I  fhall  obey  my  foverelgn.  \ftts, 

Cleo.  Chilling  fear 

Benumbs  my  heart,  [afide. 

Ale.  I  feel  my  hopes  revive.  [afide. 

Cleo.  Alceftes,  dofl  thou  love  indeed  thy  queen  ? 
Or  art  thou  but  enamour'd  of  her  rank. 
Her  regal  fortune,  and  illuflrious  race  ? 

Ale.   And  can   you  think  fuch  motives  urge 
Alcefles  ? 
Or,  by  your  doubts,  would  you  reproach  my  birth. 
My  low  paternal  cottage  ?  'Midft  the  woods 
That  gave  me  life,  that  nurs'd  my  early  years, 

1  left  fuch  abje6l  thoughts ;  or  rather  fay 

I  never  knew  them No In  Cleonice 

I  love  the  charms,  fubje6led  not  to  change 
Of  fortune  or  of  age,  her  noble  mind 
That  in  its  native  virtues  bright,  reflects 
More  fplendor  on  the  crown  and  regal  fceptre. 
Than  royal  dignity  on  her  beflows, 

Cko, 
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CJeo.  May  I  not  then  from  fuch  a  generous  lover 
Expert  fome  glorious  proof  of  fortitude  ? 

uik.  Speak  your  command,  Alceftes  (hall  obey. 

Cleo.  You  promife  much. 

Ale.  And  I'll  perform  it  all. 
Each  danger  muft  be  light,  when  prov'd  for  thee. 
Securely  will  I  dare  the  tempefl's  rage ; 
Or  if  thou  bidft  me  go,  expofe  my  bofom 
Unarm'd,  defencelefs,  to  th'  embattled  foes. 

Cleo.  I  alk  much  more,  Alceftes ^thou  mult 

leave  me. 

Ale.  Leave  thee  ! O  Heaven  ! — what  is  it 

thou  haft  faid  ? 

Cleo.  Yes,  thou  muft  leave  me,  muft  for  ever 
leave  me. 
And  live  without  me  in  some  distant  clime. 

Ale.  But  who  prefcribes  this  cruel  doom  ? 

Cleo.  My  honour, 
The  genius  of  my  fubjecSls,  juftice,  duty  ; 
That  virtue  you  admire  in  Cleonice, 
Which  gives  more  brightnefs  to  the  diadem. 
Than  royal  dignity  on  her  beftows. 

Ale.  And  can  you  then,  with  conftancy  un- 
mov'd. 
Command  me  to  forfake  you  ? 

Cleo.  Ah  I  thou  know'ft  not —  • 

Ale.  I've  known  enough  ;    I  fee  thou  lov'ft  me 
not.  [rifes. 

Appeafe 
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Appeafe  thy  glory,  fatisfy  thy  vafTals, 

And  carry  to  the  throne  the  ftain  of  falfehood  ; 

While  wandering  through  the   world  I  bear  in 

mind 
The  deep  remembrance  of  thy  faith  betray'd ; 
•If  grief  permit  Alcefles  to  furvive.  [going, 

Cleo.  Leave  me  not  yet. 

jilc.  O  !  I  too  much  refpedl 
Great  Cleonice's  rank  :  a  bafe-born  fhepherd. 
By  Haying  longer  here,  will  but  debafe 
Her  royal  dignity. 

CJeo.  Thou  doll  deride  me. 
Ungrateful  man ! 

Ale.  And  am  I  then  ungrateful  ? 
Have  I  forfaken  thee,  and  facrific'd 
My  faith,  my  promifes,  my  oaths,  my  love, 
To  pomp  and  Hate  ? — Inhuman,  perjur'd  woman  \ 

Cleo.  Yes,  from  thy  lips  I  will  endure  it  all : 
If  thou  haft  more  to  utter,  give  it  vent ;    " 
But  when  thou  art  weary  of  infulting  me. 
Let  Cleonice  in  her  turn  reply. 

Ah.  What  canft  thou  fay,  ingrate,  for  thy  de- 
fence ? 
Doft  thou  then  hope  to  varnifh  o'er  the  guilt 
Of  falfehood  black  as  thine  ? 

Cleo,  O  yet,  Alceftes, 
Forbear  to  judge  too  rafhly fit  and  hear  me. 

AU. 
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^k.  Heavens  !  in  her  power  how  much  fhe  ftilT 
confides  !  [pfde,  Jits  again. 

Cleo.  Alceiles,  if  thou  wilt  but  recolle6l 
That  ten  revolving  years  thou  haft  been  ftill 
The  deareft  obje6l  of  my  conftant  wifhes. 
Thou  wilt  believe  what  anguiih  I  muft  feel 
In  parting  from  thee  now  :  but  Cleonice, 
Before  the  world  conftrain'd  to  choofe  a  king. 
No  longer  can  confult  her  fecret  heart.; 
But,  fuch  her  rigid  fate,  muft  facrifice 
Each  fond  aftedion  to  her  tyrant  glory. 
And  to  the  peace  of  others. 

AJc.  Did  not  then 
The  council  make  thee  miftrefs  of  thy  choice  ? 

Cleo.  They  did ;    and  I  might  now  abufe  my 
power 
And  raife  thee  to  the  throne  :  but  canft  thou  think 
So  many  peers,  unjuftly  thus  excluded. 
Would  tamely  bear  the  wrong  ?  Infidious  plots, 
And  open  infults,  with  eternal  difcord. 
Would  fliake  the  realm,  diftra^l  thyfelf  and  me. 
The  weaknefs  of  my  fex,  thy  youth,  thy  birth 
Would  furnifh  arms  for  calumny  :  our  names 
Through  Afia,  in  a  thoufand  mouths,  would  prove 
Foul  matter  for  derifion.     No,  Alceftes, 
Let  envy  want  its  food,  and  let  our  virtue 
Example  be  to  others :  let  the  world 
Behold  and  wonder  at  our  fortitude  ; 
While  pity's  eye  fhall  drop  a  tender  tear, 

(5  To 
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To  fee  the  fate  of  two  unhappy  lovers, 
Who  thus  for  glory  break  the  plealing  ties 
Of  love  fo  juft,  by  length  of  years  confirm' d. 

^Ic.  Why  was  I,  cruel  Gods !  a  fhepherd  born ! 

Cleo.  Go — let  us  yield  to  fate— far,  far  from  me 

Live  and  be  happy moderate  thy  forrow§. 

Thou  fhalt  have  little  caufe,  my  dear  Alcefles, 
To  grieve  that  I  remain  unfaithful  to  thee. 

No from  this  moment  I  begin  to  die  : 

Thefe  tears  perhaps  the  laft  I  flied — farewell ! 
No  longer  Call  me  perjur'd  and  inhuman. 

^Ic.  O  Heaven  ! forgive  me,  thou  exalted 

fair  one,  [kmeJs. 

Live  ftill,  my  queen,  preferve  thy  fame  unfuUied  ; 

I  blufh  to  own  my  folly yes,  I  am  happy 

If  from  fo  dear  a  teacher  I  can  learn 
Such  conftancy  and  virtue. 

Cleo.  Rife,  and  leave  me. 
If  it  indeed  be  true  thou  lov'fl  my  virtue. 

Ale.  Here,  on  this  hand  that  muft  no  more  be- 
mine. 
At  leafi:  permit  my  trembling  lips  to  feal 
One  parting  kifs,  ere  yet  I  go 

Both,  Adieu ! 


Jlf. 
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^Ic.  I  cannot  curb  the  tear  that  falls, 
While  on  my  tongue  the  farewell  dies ; 

Yet  'tis  not  grief  alone  that  calls 

Thefe  trickling  waters  from  my  eyes. 

Repentance,  wonder,  hope,  and  love, 
Th'  emotion,  which  I  feel,  impart : 

At  once  a  thoufand  thoughts  I  prove. 

That  crowd  tumultuous  to  my  heart.    [^Exh* 


SCENE    XVI, 

Cleonice  alone. 

At  length  ambitious  views  be  fatisficd : 
See  me  forfaken,  fee  me  now  depriv'd 

Of  all  I  priz'd  ! what  unpropitious  power 

Implanted  in  mankind  this  thiril  of  honour^^r^ 
What  to  the  world  avails  this  tyrant  glory,    .^ 
If  purchas'd  with  fuch  pain  ?  If  we  to  live 
For  that,  mufl  die  to  everj-  blifs  beiide  ? 


SCENE    XVII. 


V 


Enter  Barsene  anJ  Phenicivs. 

Bar.  Is  it  then  true,  my  queen,  that  you  have 
gain'd 
So  great  a  triumph  o'er  your  fond  afre(9;ion,  \ 
Even  in  the  prefence  of  the  man  you  love  ? 

VOL.  I.  B  B  Phen, 
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Phen.  And  is  it  true  that  Qeonice  proves 
So  barbarous  to  herfelf  and  to  Alceftes  ? 

Cleo.  'Tis  all  too  true. 

Phen.  I  thought  fuch  cruelty 
Ne'er  harbour'd  in  your  breafl. 

Bar.  I  hop*d  no  lefs 
From  conftancy  like  yours. 

Phen.  The  inhuman  deed 
All  will  deteft  who  feel  a  touch  of  pity. 

Bar.  Each  generous  mind  that  owns  the  force 
of  virtue. 
Mull  praife  the  glorious  a6lion. 

Phen.  By  your  rigour 
What  have  you  loft  ? 

Bar.  What  lafting  honour  won  ? 

Phen.  Ah  !  yet  revoke 

Bar.  Still  perfevere 

Cleo.  O  Heaven ! 
Be  filent ;  wherefore  would  you  thus  diftrcfs  me  r 
What  would  you  more  ? 

Phen.  I  would,  while  yet  'tis  time. 
Free  you  from  this  delufion. 

Bar.  I  would  ftill 
Preferve  tho  triumph  of  your  conftancy. 

Cleo.  Meanwhile  you  kill  me  both,  my  mind 
alike 

Detefls 
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Detefts  its  fufferings,  and  detells  the  cure  ; 
Who  feeks  to  aid  me,  haflens  on  my  death. 

Though  fann'd  by  gentle  breath  of  air. 

The  torch,  when  ready  to  expire. 
Demands  a  more  than  wonted  care 
'  To  keep  aHve  its  dying  fire. 

If  now  your  pity  would  beftow 
Some  eafe  to  my  affli6led  heart ; 

Why  will  you  add  new  force  to  woe. 

And  but  increafe  my  fecret  fmart  ?    [^Exif. 

SCENE      XVIII. 

Phenicius,  Barsene. 

Phen.  I  cannot  tell,  Barfene,  what  to  think 
Of  this  excefs  of  zeal :  thy  watchful  care 
To  guard  her  glory  carries  thee  too  far. 
It  cannot  be  that  maxims  fo  fevere 
Infpire  thy  gentle  fex  :  thou  doft  conceal 
Some  private  intereft  in  thy  breaft,  beneath 
Thefe  fpecious  fhows  of  honour — ^Thou  art.filent — 
A  blufh  o'erfpreads  thy  cheek — fpeak — can  it  be  ? 
Art  thou  the  rival  then  of  Cleonice  ? 
Even  now  I  faw  thee  on  Alceiles  turn 
Thy  looks  by  ftealtli,  nor  did  thy  fighs  efcape  me. 
But  no,  thou  canfl  not  thus  ungrateful  prove  ; 
Thy  fovereign  then  with  juftice  might  reproach 
thee. 

B  B  2  Bar. 
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Bar.  Is  it  my  fault,  Phenicius,  if  1  love  ? 

f 

From  love's  dominion  would  be  found 

Our  pleafure,  not  our  pain. 
If  every  heart,  which  he  has  bound, 

Could  break  at  will  its  chain. 

But  entering  love's  alluring  (late,  ' 

We  know  not  half  his  wiles ; 
And  when  we  know,  'tis  then  too  late 

To  ftruggle  in  the  toils.  [E^/V. 


SCENE    XIX. : 

Phenicius  aIo?te. 

What  qanft  thou  more,  Phenicius  ?  Ever)^  thing 

Oppofes  thy  deiigns -^Prote6ling  Gods ! 

Ye  juft  aflerters  of  the  rights  of  kings, 

To  you  my  heart  is  known 1  do  not  alk 

A  fceptre  for  this  hand  ;  fuch  felfifh  views 

Would  ill  defer\'^e  your  favour no 1  feek 

Your  heavenly  fuccour  for  an  injur'd  prince : 
Yet  let  me  not  defpair ;  for  oft  we  find 
A  day  ferene  fucceed  a  lowering  morn. 


Sometimes 
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Sometimes  beneath  tempeftuous  fkies. 
When  round  him  mountain-furges  TJfe, 
The  trembhng  failor's  vefTel  flies. 

And  fafely  gains  the  port  at  laft. 
Befide  the  margin  of  the  ftrand, 
In  happier  days  behold  him  ftand. 
And  to  his  friends,  upon  the  fand, 

Defcribe  his  toils  and  dangers  pall.  [_Exif. 


END  OF  THE  SECOND  ACT. 


ACT 
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ACT    HI.     SCENE    I. 

A  gate  of  the  paJace  facing  the  fea  Jliore :  a  vejjel 
withfailors  ready  for  the  departure  of  Klc^st^s. 

*     '  Olinthus  alone.  / 

*Tis  fo 1  fhall  be  foon  without  a  rival : 

At  length  Alceftes  mull  forfake  thefe  fhores  : 
But  yet  I  tremble  at  his  long  delay  ; 
And  what  if  Cleonice  fhould  repent ! 

O  !  I  would  never no it  cannot  be  : 

'Tis  but  his  friends,  perhaps,  who  loth  to  part, 
With  many  a  fond  embrace  protra6l  his  ftay. 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Alcestes  and  Phenicius  converfmg. 

.Ale.  My  lord,  forbear;  fince  'tis  in  vain  you 
hope 
To  keep  me  lon'ger  here. 

Olin.  Behold,  Alceftes,  ^ 

The  veflel  is  prepar'd,  the  failors  wait. 
The  wind  is  friendly,  and  ferene  the  fea. 

Phen.  Olinthus,  peace — [/o  Olinthus.]  At  leaft 
but  for  awhile 
Defer  thy  parting  hence ;  'tis  not  for  nought 

-  lalk 
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I  alk  it flay-- — thou  never  fhalt  have  caufe 

To  wifh  thou  hadft  not  heard  me — till  this  hour 
Thou  know'ft  I've  been  a  friend,  a  parent  to  thee. 

Olin.  Was  then  my  father  wanting  to  detain 
him  ?  [afide. 

jilc,  Whit  can  I  fay  ?  The  queen's  command 
forbids  me  '  /' 

To  hearken  to  thy  counfel. 

Ol'm.  Tis  moft  true ; 
Alceftes  fpeaks  with  reafon. 

Then.  Canft  thou  leave  me  ? 
Wilt  thou  depart,  and  fhall  Phenicius  ftay  ? 
I  hop'd  thou  better  would'ft  return  my  love. 

Ale.   My  deareft  father :  fuch  I  fure  may  call 
thee  : 
Such  haft  thou  been — O  fay  not  I'm  ungrateful : 
Thou  ftabb'ft  me  to  the  heart :  I  little  thought 
To  fee  thefe  haplefs  fruits  of  all  thy  cares. 
Alas  !  I  hop^d  that,  bred  beneath  thy  fight. 
And  treading  in  thy  fteps  the  paths  of  honour, 
I  might  fome  day  have  call'd  into  thine  eyes 
The  tender  tears  of  pleafure  not  of  grief. 
But  who  can  change  the  purpofe  of  the  ftars  ? 
Permit  me  to  be  gone  ;  departing  thus, 
I  may  be  lefs  ungrateful  to  thy  love. 
Perchance  the  fellowfhip  of  the  unhappy 
Communicates  misfortune.     Yet  at  leafl. 
Since  I'm  become  fo  hateful  to  the  Gods, 

Let 
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Let  them  dillurb  no  other  days  than  mine ; 
Let  fortune's  angry  darts  on  me  be  fpent. 
Nor  one  be  left  to  pierce  thy  reverend  age. 

PheH.   O  fpeak  not  thus,  my  fon :  thou  doft 
■"^'^ '!  not  know 

The  vaft  importance  df  a  life  like  thine  :  , 

Mine  is  a  burden  ufelefs  to  myfelf, 
Unlefs  it  can  avail  to  ferve  Alceftes.  t  najd/ . 

Ak.   You  weep,  my  lord :  I  merit  not  thefc 
tears. 
Alas !  I  fhould  not  thus  prolong  your  forrows — 
Farewell ! farewell,  to  both  !  \_g^^"S' 

Oltn.  Thanks  to  the  Gods  !  [afide, 

I    Ale,    [irtuming.']   To  you,   my  friends,   I  re- 
commend the  care 

Gf  my  affli6led  queen O  fhe  will  need 

Your  kind  fupport  in  her  diftrefsful  ftate. 
Who  knows  how  dear  her  virtue  may  have  coft  ! 
What  anguifh  may  have  rent  her  tender  heart. 
To  find  herfelf  forfaken  ;  to  defpair 
Of  ever  feeing  her  Alceftes  more  ! 
To  bear  ftill  prefent  in  her  memory 
The  happy  moments  paft,  each  place — O  Heaven ! 
Speak  comfort  to  her  grief — my  friends,  farewell ! 
[as  he  is  going  out^  hs  meets  Cleonice. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    III. 

Enter  Cleonice. 

Cleo.  iVlceftes,  ftay. 

^Ic.  Ye  powers ! 

Olin.  Another  bar 
To  his  departure  !  [afiJe. 

jilc.  Wherefore,  O  !  my  queen,  , 

Come  you  again  to  make  my  pains  revive  ? 

Cleo.  Phenicius  and  OUnthus,  for  awhile 
Retire  apart,  and  leave  me  with  Alceftes. 

Olin.  My  duty  bids  me  with  my  friend  remain. 

Cleo.  Thou  may'fl  return  to  take  thy  lafl  fare- 
well. 

OUn.  I  will  obey but  cannot  now  believe 

Alceftes  ever  will  depart.  [ajide.'\    [_Exif. 

S  C  E  N  E     IV. 

Cleonice,  Alcestes,  Phenicius^ 

Plien.  O  queen  ! 
You  come  in  time,  'tis  not  in  vain  that  Heaven 
Prolong'd  his  ftay  :  you  yet  may  make  him  happy, 

Reflea 
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Reflect  how  cruel  muft  you  prove. 

From  all  you  prize,  to  part ; 
Refledl  you  live  but  in  his  love. 

He  lives  but  in  your  heart. 

Remember  ftill  the  gentle  flame 

That  made  you  once  fo  bleft  : 
Remember  flill  it  burns  the  fame 

Within  his  faithful  breaft.  lExU. 

S  C  E  N  E    V. 

Cleonice,  Alcestes. 

Cleo.  Alcefles,  O  !  how  different  is  the  talk 
To  form  refolves  and  to  complete  our  purpofe  ! 
Remote  from  thee,  I  deem'd  the  conqueft  eafy, 
And  love  to  glory  feem'd  to  yield  the  prize  : 
Yet  when  I  find  myfelf  of  thee  depriv'd. 
My  heart  enfeebled  lofes  all  its  firmnefs ; 
And  glory,  O  ye  powers !  fubmits  to  love. 

^Ic.  What  would'ft  thou  therefore  tell  me  ? 

Cleo.  That  without  thee 
I  cannot  live  ;  that  fince  my  ftars  forbid  me. 
To  enjoy  at  once  Alcefles  and  the  crown. 
The  crown  be  left,  and  not  Alcefles  loft. 

Ale.  What  doft  thou  mean  ? 

Cleo.  No  longer  on  thefe  fhores 
fits  us  to  remain  :  with  thee  I'll  fly 

To 
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To  breathe  in  other  dimes  a  happier  air. 

uiJc.   Ha  !  fly  with  me  !   but  where  ? No, 

Cleonice ; 
Had  I  the  deeds  of  anceftors  to  trace  ; 

0  !   could  I  boaft  of  fubje6ls  and  a  throne, 

1  might  perhaps  be  led  to  accept  the  proofs 
Thy  generous  love  would  give :  but  all  the  kingdom 
And  fubje6ls  niggard  fate  to  me  aftbrds. 

Are  fome  few  flocks,  and  a  poor  Ample  cottage,  a 
Cleo.  Yet  in  that  cottage  (hall  I  feel  the  peace 
Which  in  a  ftately  palace,  far  from  thee, 
My  breafl:  mull  never  find.     No  guards  indeed  ■*' 
Will  watch  me  whilll  I  fleep  ;  but  in  return 
Jealous  fufpicions  never  will  difturb  ;  / 

My  calm  unbroken  reft  :  though  precious  viands. 
In  coftly  gold,  deck  not  our  homely  board, 
Yet  from  the  bending  boughs  my  hand  fliall  pluck 
The  ripen'd  fruit,  where  lurks  no  deadly  juice 
To  chill  my  veins  with  unexpected  death. 
I'll  wander  o'er  the  hills  and  meads,  but  ftill     r!<r' 
Alceftes  at  my  fide  :  my  feet  fhall  trace 
The  foreft  gloom,  but  flill  Alceftes  with  me  : 
Each  fun  that  fets  fhall  leave  me  with  Alcefles ; 
And  when  again  he  rifes  in  the  call 
To  gild  the  morn,  fhall  find  me  flill  with  thee. 

Ale.  O  !   Cleonice  moft  ador'd  !  amidft 
Thefe  fcenes  of  happinefs,  the  pleafing  dreams 
Of  one  whofe  foul  o'erflows  with  love's  excefs, 
I  read  the  goodnefs  of  thy  generous  heart : 

3  Yet 
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Yet  thefc,  alas !  are  only  vain  illufions 
Sprung  from  the  warmth  of  paffion 

Cleo.  Vain  illulions ! 
Doft  thou  believe  me  then  incapable 
To  quit  the  throne  ? 

^Ic.  And  can  vou  think  that  ever 

Alceftes  will  permit  it : No,  my  queen. 

You  fliould  have  tlien  conceal'd  your  virtues  more. 

And  made  me  lefs  enamour'd  of  your  glory. 

Great  fouls  were  never  form'd  to  live  retir'd 

In  calm  inadtive  reft.     Shall  I  defraud 

All  Afia  of  the  long-expe<5ted  peace. 

Which,  in  the  tumults  of  our  troubled  ftate, 

Your  conftancy  and  wifdom  muft  beftow  ? 

Let  us  not,  Cleonice,  lofe  the  fmit 

Of  all  our  tears  and  anguifli :  thy  example 

Taught  me  this  pure  affection Yes,  my  life. 

Who  would  not  fuffer  in  fo  bright  a  caufe  ? 

The  ftory  of  our  loves  remoteft  times 

, Shall  learn,  and  with  our  loves  our  fortitude. 

If  we're  deny'd  to  lead  our  days  together 

In  mutual  happinefs,  at  leaft  our  names 

Shall  live  conjoin' d,  and  fliare  one  common  glory. 

Cleo.  And  wherefore  is  not  here  all  Afia  met. 
That,  hearing  thee,  they  might  excufe  the  paflion 
Which  once  in  Cleonice  they  condemn'd  ? 
But  now  1  falter'd  ;  thou,  my  dear  Alceftes, 
Haft  ftrengthen'd  my  refolves,  and  from  thy  words 
The  virtue  they  excite  receives  more  charms. 

6  Go 
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Go  then but  firft  in  me  behold  th'  effedis 

Of  fortitude  hke  thine  :  yes,  thou  flialt  fee 
How  I  can  imitate  thy  great  exiimple. 
Come,  let  us  to  the  palace  ;  there,  Alceftes, 
Shalt  thou  be  told  the  confort  I  will  choofc  : 
Thou  flialt  be  prefent  at  the  royal  nuptials. 

Ale.  It  mud  not  be — you  put  my  conftancy 
To  too  fevere  a  proof. 

Cleo.  No ^let  us  try 

To  emulate  each  other  in  our  fufFerings. 

Ah.  O  Heaven  !  thou  little  know'ft  what  cruel 
anguifh 
The  conftant  lover  feels,  who  pines  with  envy 
To  fee  another  bleil  in  the  pofleffion 
Of  what  himfelf  muft  never  hope  to  enjoy. 

Cleo.  I  fee  full  well  the  deep  diftrefs  ' 

Which  jealous  hearts  endure  ; 
But  fince  I  ftill  confult  thy  peace. 

In  me  confide  fecure. 

Yes,  when  I  leave  thee  thou  fhalt  know 
What  thoughts  my  bofom  move  : 

And  while  I  faithlefs  feem,  Til  fhow 

The  flrongefl  proof  of  love.  [^Exit» 


SCENE 
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SCENE    VI. 

Alcestes  alone. 

What  mean  thefe  myftic  words  of  Cleonicc  ? 
She  bids  me  yield  her  to  another's  arms. 
Yet  tells  me  that  fhe  ftill  confults  my  peace. 
This  is  to  bid  me  die  ere  I  depart : 
But  let  her  be  obey'd ;  for  her  I'm  ready 
To  fufFer  every  pang  the  mind  can  feel ; 
Nor  will  I  queftion  aught  that  fhe  commands. 

SCENE    VII. 

I 

Enter  Olinthus. 

0/m.  Once  more  thou  art  alone,  and  nothing 
now 
Remains  that  can  oppofe  thy  going  hence  ; 
Permit  Olinthus  thus,  in  pledge  of  friendihip. 
To  take  this  lafl  embrace. 

^Ic.  Thy  noble  nature 
W^ith  generous  goodnefs  honours  my  departure. 
But  know  I  fhall  not  leave  thee  yet. 

Olin.  What  fay'ft  thou  ? 
Speak wherefore  ? 

y//^.  'Tis  the  queen's  command. 

Olin.  Each  moment 
Thy  purpofe  changes. 
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Ale.  'Tis  my  fovereign's  will,  - 

And  what  fhe  wills  Alceftes  mud  obey. 

Olin.   What  next  would  Cilice  ?   Does  "fhe 
purpofe 
To  ele6l  thee  for  our  king  ? 

Ale.  To  fuch  a  height 
My  hopes  afpire  not. 

Olin.  Would  (he  have  thee  prefent 
At  thefe  new  nuptials  ?  O  !  'twere  moil  inhuman. 
Nor  ought  you  to  confent. 

Ale.  Thou  art  deceiv'd : 
Whate'er  my  fate  I  will  endure  it  all ; 
And  call  that  happinefs  which  fhe  beftows. 

Thofe  lovely  lips  I  ftill  adore, 
Whate'er  the  doom  they  give  ; 

Whether  by  hope,  they  life  rellore. 
Or  bid  me  ceafe  to  live. 

But  little  can  the  lover  prove. 

Of  beauty's  fovereign  fway. 
Who  the  dear  object  of  his  love 

Refufes  to  obey.  [Exit. 

SCENE    VIII. 

Olinthus  alone. 

This  I  forefaw ;  'twas  but  a  feemijig  virtue 
Incited  Cleonice  tp  appeafe 

The 
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.  The  people's  clamours,  while  fhe  for  herfelf 
And  her  Akeftes  would  fecure  the  throne. 

'    I  am  but  little  fear'd the  rigid  curb  , 

Of  a  ftern  father,  that  reftrains  his  fon. 
Gives  fan<5lion  to  their  raflinefs.     Could  I  oncc,^' 
Shake  off  this  feryile  yoke,  we  foon  fhould  fee 
A  change  of  fortune  ;  yes,  Olinthus  then 
Might  o'er  his  rival  boall  a  full  revenge. 

The  lion,  long  a  prifoner  held. 

To  bear  the  fervile  bonds  compell'd. 

Appears  with  native  ftrength  no  more ! 
Yet  if  by.  chance  he  burfl  his  chain,  7/ 

His  former  rage  awakes  again,  .  ,„^/.^ 

And  he  that  durft  but  late  alTail 
The  generous  beafl,  with  terror  pale   -i-^    - 

Now  trembles  at  his  roar.  [Exit. 

SCENE    IX. 

The  apartments  of  Phbnicius  in  the  palace.. 

r 
pHENicius  aJone. 

How  are  my  thoughts  confounded  !  Clconice 
Enjoins  me  to  return  to  my  apartment. 
And  bids  me  here  await  her  high  command. 
When  I,  impatient,  alk'd  her  of  Akeftes, 
Her  anfwer  was,  «  Alceftes  yet  departs  not." 
What  can  this  fecret  be,  which  thus  the  queen 

Againft 
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Againft  her  cuftom  has  from  me  conceal'd  ? 
Alas !  I  fear  that  all  my  former  cares 
Were  fpent  in  vain. 

SCENE    X. 

Enter  Mithranes.  •- 

Mith.  Be  comforted,  my  lord, 
The  Cretan  forces  now  are  near  the  port ; 
I  from  the  fummit  of  the  palace,  view'd 
The  billows  whitening  with  a  thoufand  prows. 

Phen.  Behold,  my  friend^  the  aid  we  long  de- 
fir'd : 
At  laft  to  Syria's  fons  we  may  reveal 
The  la\tful  fucceflbr.     Find  out  Alceftes ; 
Conduct  him  to  me.     Of  thy  trufty  friends 
Seledl  whate'er  thou  canft — ^Yes,  dear  Mithranes, 
I  now  require  the  laft,  the  greateft  proof    , 
Of  thy  fidelity. 

Mth,  I  fly  this  inftant 
To  execute  your  will. 

Phen.  But  hear,  Mithranes, 
Proceed  with  caution,  and  conceal  the  caufe 
For  which  the  numerous  force 
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SCENE    XI. 

Enter  ©linthus. 
Ol'm,  Great  news,  my  father, 
I  bring. 

Phen.  What  tidings  bring'H  thou  ? 

OUn.  Cleonice 
At  length  has  fix'd  her  choice. 

Phen.  And  nam'd  Alceftes  ? 

OUn.  If  thus  Alceftes  hop'd,  he  hop'd  in  vain. 

Phen,  What  ftrange,  what  unexpedled  ftroke  is 
this  ? 

SCENE    XII. 

Enter  Alcestes  with  two  attendants  bearing  the 
crown  and  royal  mantle. 

Ale,  Low  at  your  feet,  permit  me —       [kneels. 

Phen.  Heavens  ! — Alceftes, 
What  can  this  mean  ? 

jilc.  Thou  art  our  king,  Phenicius. 

Phen.  Your  king  I O  rife  ! 

Ale.  The  virtuous  Cleonice 
By  me  has  fent  thefe  enfigns  of  dominion : 
She  waits  till  you,  my  lord,  adorn'd  with  thefe. 

Shall 


ACT  III.]  DEMETRIUS.  387 

Shall  meet  her  in  the  temple,  there  to  join 
Your  hand  with  hers :  you  cannot  fure  rejedl 
The  glorious  prefent  which  Alceiles  brings  : 
I  know  alike  are  by  Phetiicius  priz'd 
The  ambaflador,  the  giver,  and  the  gift. 

Phefi.  Does  not  the  queen  refledl  how  far  un- 
equal 
Phenicius'  age  to  hers  ? 

Ale.  The  queen  refle(5ls 
That  m  another  never  can  fhe  find 
More  loyal  faith,  and  more  confummate  wifdom. 
Th'  exalted  fair,  by  choofing  thus,  avoids 
A  thoufand  evils :  fhe  rewards  your  worth. 
Prevents  the  tongue  of  calumny,  provides 
For  Syria's  welfare,  and  deludes  in  many 
A  fond  ambitious  hope. 

Mith.  And  calms  in  part 
The  jealous  temped  which  diflrefs'd  Alceflei 
May  feel  within  his  breafl. 

Phen.   [afide.']  For  this  event, 
And  this  alone  my  foul  was  unprepar'di 

OUn.  Each  is  impatient  to  behold  his  king : 
My  father,  hafle  :  content  your  longing  friends, 
The  eager  populace,  and  all  Seleucia 
Enraptur'd  with  the  choice. 

Phen^  Proceed,  Olinthus, 
Before  me  to  the  temple  ;  fay  that  foon 
They  fliall  behold  their  king — with  me  behind 

c  c  2  Remain 
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Remain  awhile  Mithranes  and  Alcefies. 

OUn.  [aJtJe.']  Let  not  Alceftes  gain  the  queen 
or  throne. 
And  I  am  fatisfied.  \^Exif.  • 

SCENE    XIII. 

Phenicius,  Mithranes,  Alcestes. 
Phen,  Propitious  powers ! 
I  never  hop'd  fo  much  from  your  indulgence ; 
Moll  bleft  event  of  all  my  cares  and  toils ! 
Alceftes,  thou  no  more  muft  call  me  father ; 
No  longer  by  th'  endearing  name  of  fon, 
Muft  thou  be  prefs'd  within  thefe  aged  arms : 
Thefe  are  the  laft  embraces  I  muft  give  thee. 

\_emhraces  him. 

Ale.  What  crime  of  mine  can  forfeit  fuch  a 
blefling  ? 

Phen.  I  am  your  fubjedl — you  are  Syria's  king. 

[kneels. 
Ale.  O  rife  !— — what  haft  thou  faid  ? 
Mtlh.  Tranfcendent  faith  ! 

Fhen.  At  length  know  who  you  are ;  in  you 
ftill  breathes 
The  offspring  of  Demetrius ;  you  in  Alceftes 
Survives  the  undoubted  heir  of  Syria's  throne. 
I  have  preferv'd  you  for  this  happy  day : 
If  you  diftruft  my  truth,  believe  yourfelf, 

3  Yout 
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Your  princely  genius,  your  exalted  foul ; 
Believe  Phenicius  who  rejects  for  you 
A  profFerr'd  crown  :  believe  thefe  tears  of  joy 
That  trickle  down  my  cheek. 

Ale.  But  wherefore,  fir. 
Have  you  fo  long  conceal'd  my  fortune  from  me  ? 

Phen.  You  fhall  know  all,  give  me  a  moment's 
refpite : 
My  heart,  o'ercharg'd  with  fuch  a  tide  of  pleafure, 
Scarce  gives  the  vital  fun6lions  leave  to  play.    ' 

Immortal  powers !  from  you  no  more 
My  loyal  faith  her  meed  defires : 

My  truth  is  crown'd,  my  toils  are  o'er. 
My  prince  no  more  my  zeal  requires. 

I  fear  not  now  the  frowns  of  fate. 
No  happier  fortune  wifh  to  find ; 

But  calmly  death's  approach  I  wait. 

Nor  death's  approach  can  damp  my  mind. 

\Exii  with  attendants, 

SCENE    XIV. 

Alcestes,  Mithranes. 

Ale.  Do  I  then  dream  or  wake  ? 
Mith.  Permit  Mithranes, 
As  the  firft  homage  of  a  faithful  fubjedt —  [kneels. 

AU. 
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' jilc.  My  beft  Mithranes,  yet  awhile  forbear; 
Leave  me  in  peace,  for  ftill  my  foul's  in  doubt. 

Mith.  Hence  be  every  thought  diftreft ; 
Fairer  profpe6ts  fill  your  breaft  : 
Fortune  brings  a  happier  hour. 
Seize  the  occafion  in  your  power  : 

'Tis  time  at  length  to  breathe  from  pain. 
Through  life  accufiom'd  ftill  to  bear 
The  fting  of  grief,  and  pining  care. 
Though  lodg'd  in  port,  you  yet  defpair, 

And  dread  the  perils  of  the  niain.     [Exit, 

SCENE    XV. 

Alcestes  alone. 

Can  it  be  poffible  ?  Am  I  Demetrius, 
Heir  to  Seleucia's  crown  }  And  have  I  been 
Even  to  myfelf  till  now  fo  little  known  ] 
What  changes  have  I  feen  ?  In  one  fhort  day 
Behold  me  here  a  monarch  and  a  fhepherd. 
An  exile  and  a  hufband.     Who,  Alcefies, 
Can  yet  enfure  thee  that  malicious  fortune 
May  not  once  more  transform  thee  to  a  fhepherd  ? 
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SCENE    XVI. 

Enier  Barsene. 

Bar.  Phenicius  is  our  fovereign  ? 
Ale.  Cleonice 
Has  fix'd  on  him  to  fill  Seleucia's  throne.. 

Bar.  Alceftes,  I  companionate  your  lofs  ; 
But  fince  your  hopes  to  efpoufe  the  queen  are  vain, 
No  longer  I  defpair  to  find  your  heart 
Admit  Barfene's  love. 

u4Ic.  Barfene's  love ! 

Bar.  'Till  now  refpe(9^ful  I  conceal'd  my  flame : 
A  throne  and  queen  were  rivals  far  too  mighty 
For  poor  Barfene ;  but  at  length  I  fee 
Phenicius  king,  and  Cleonice  wedded ; 
Your  hopes  extinft  :  a  more  propitious  hour 
\  ne'er  could  choofe  to  tell  you  that  I  love. 

Ale.  Ill  haft  thou  fix'd  thy  choice,  unhappy 
maid ! 

Could'ft  thou,  Barfene,  but  difcern 
What  thoughts  this  bofom  move. 

Thy  lips  might  other  accents  learn, 
And  never  fpeak  of  lov?. 
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Lament  not  then  that  in  your  pain 

I  bear  fo  httle  part, 
For  while  your  words  my  feet  detain, 

Far  diftant  is  my  heart.  [-^f'V, 

SCENE    XVII. 

Barsene  alone. 

And  wherefore  did  I  not  continue  filent  ? 
Alas  !  I  hop'd  at  leall  by  my  confellion 
Alceft'es  might  have  felt  a  kindred  flame  ; 
That  little  hope  is  now  for  ever  loft^ 
Alceftes  knows  my  paffion,  and  contemns  it. 

While  the  harmlefs  turtle-dove 

Sees  not  where  the  danger  liesj. 
To  'fcape  the  falcon  from  above. 

To  the  fowler's  hand  fhe  flies. 

Thus  I,  who  fought  to  fliun  the  pain 
Of  fmother'd  grief  and  love  conceal'd, 

Muft  every  flbame  and  woe  fuftain, 

Which  profferr'd  love,  refus'd,  can  yield. 

lExit. 
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SCENE    XVIIL 

A  Jiately  temple  dedicated  to  the  Sun :  an  altar ^  an 
image  of  the  Sun  in  the  middle,  and  a  throne  on 
one  Jide, 

Cleonice  attended,  Phenicius  accompanied  hy 
two  nobles,  bearing  the  royal  mantle,  crown  and 
fceptre. 

Then.  Believe  me,  I  deceive  you  not,  Alcefle$ 
Is  rightful  heir  of  Syria ;  and  to  him 
Belong  thefe  royal  enfigns. 

Cleo.  In  his  looks 
Methought  I  trap'd  a  foul  above  the  \Tilgar, 
That  fpoke  a  kingly  race. 

Fhen.  I  know  my  care 
To  cherifh  thus  a  foe  was  criminal : 
But  yet  the  merits  of  fo  dear  a  foe. 
And  my  refufal  to  accept  a  crown. 
At  once  muft  plead  excufe,  and  feal  my  pardon. 

Cleo.   What  ftrange  events  has  fate  this  day 
produc'd ! 
When  I  believ'd  myfelf  of  peace  deprived— 

Then.  Demetrius  comes. 

\They  advance  to  meei  Alceftes» 
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SCENE    XIX. 

f 
Enter  Alcestes,  Mithranes  and  Guards, 

Ale.  And  have  I  found  at  length 
This  firft,  this  happy  time  when  I  may  fee  thee. 
Nor  fear  that  thou  wilt  biufh  to  own  our  paflion. 
Of  all  the  bleflings  royalty  may  yield. 
This  is  the  greateft  that  Alcefles  ever 
Can  find  upon  the  throne. 

Cleo.  Let  us,  my  lord. 
Exchange  our  fortune  :  you  are  now  the  king, 
And  I  the  fubje61: ;  every  doubt  that  late 
Your  breall  divided,  pafTes  now  to  mine. 

Demetrius,  go behold  the  regal  feat 

Your  anceflors  have  prefs'd — even  with  that  plea- 

fure 
I  once  would  have  beftow'd  it  on  Alceftes, 
I  now  reftore  it  to  him.     May  you  long 
Pofiefs  it  happier  far  than  I  have  done. 
E'er  fince  I  knew  it,  barren  has  it  prov'd 
Of  all  content  to  me,  and  only  now 
I  lofe  it,  do  I  find  it  gives  me  joy. 

Mfth.  Exalted  virtue ! 

Ale.  I  will  mount  the  throne. 
But  'tis  your  hand  (hall  guide  me  ;  and  this  hand 
Reward  my  truth. 

CUq.  So  grateful  a  command 

6  Takes 
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Takes  from  my  heart  the  merit  of  obedience. 

[they  approach  the  altar,  and  join  hands. 
Then.  O  !  how  excefs  of  tranfport  fills  my  foul ! 

Ale.  ■?  Hail !  powerful  God  !  indulgent  prove, 
C/^o.jAnd  fhine  propitious  on  our  love  ! 

Ale.  Like  me  a  lover  have  you  been. 

And  on  the  turfy  fhore. 
Where  fam'd  Theflalia's  flream  is  feen, 

A  fhepherd's  likenefs  wore. 

Cleo.  My  conftant  faith  was  taught  by  you; 

Whofe  breaft  unchang'd  remains ; 
And  to  your  laurel  ever  true. 

Its  ancient  flame  retains. 

Ale.  "7  Hail !  powerful  God  !  indulgent  prove, 
Cleo.  J  And  fhine  propitious  on  our  love ! 

Then.  Heaven  thunders  to  the  left. 

SCENE    XX. 

Enter  Barsene. 

Bar.  O  queen  I  Seleucia 
Is  all  in  tumult. 

Cleo.  Wherefore  ? 

Bar.  Know  the  envoy 
Is  now  arriv'd  from  Crete,  and  with  him  brings 
A  hundred  fhips. 

Cleo, 
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Cleo.  'Tis  well,  he  ihall  be  heard. 

Bar.  But  rafh  Olinthus,  whofe  impatient  pride 
Can  never  brook  Alceftes  on  the  throne, 
Has  join'd  the  ambaflador,  and  'midft  the  people 
Proclaims  aloud  Phenicius  has  deceiv'd  them. 
Declares  that  he  can  prove  his  faying  juft, 
And  that  to  him  is  known  the  true  Demetrius. 

Cleo.  Alas !  Phenicius. 

Phen.  Banifh  every  fear. 
And  with  fecurity  afcend  the  throne  : 
It  fhall  be  feen  on  which  fide  falfehood  lies. 

SCENE    LAST, 

J^nter  Olinthus  with  a  paper  fealed  in  his  hand, 
and  the  Cretan  jimhajfador,  ivith  a  train  of 
Greeks, 

Olin.  Stay  your  rafh  fteps,  forbear. 

\to  Cleonice  and  Alcefles,  as  they  advance 
ioivards  the  throne.^  . 

No  longer  Heaven 
Permits  deceit  to  flourifh.     In  this  paper 
Will  be  reveal'd  the  heir  of  dead  Demetrius  : 
This  paper  written  by  our  king  Demetrius 
Before  his  death,  while  in  the  land  of  Crete 
He  liv'd  an  exile  :  with  the  royal  fignet 
Behold  it  feal'd  :  this  Cretan  faw  him  fign  it ; 

\^  faints  to  the  amluijfador. 

He 
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He  brings  it  hither  by  the  date's  decree, 

And  with  him  brings  the  united  force  of  Crete, 

To  aflert  the  honours  of  the  royal  blood. 

67^0.  O  heavenly  powers ! 

P/ien.  Olinthus,  read  the  fecret. 

Olin,  Alceftes  now  muft  end  his  towering  pride. 
[o^ens  the  paper  and  reads, 

"  People  of  Syria,  learn  that  'midft  you  lives 
"  My  fon  conceal'd  ;  a  future  day  will  come 
"  To  make  him  known  :  if  by  no  other  token 
"  He  {land  difcover'd,  know  in  feign'd  Alcelles 
"  Phenicius  educates  his  youth. 

Demetrius." 

Cho.  My  life  returns. 

Then.  Olinthus,  thy  confulion 
Phenicius  well  forefaw. 

OUn.  I  am  all  amazement !  , 

M'tth.  How  is  his  raflmefs  damp'd  !  [afide. 

OUn.  My  lord,  in  you 
I  own  my  fovereign,  and  repent  my  folly. 

[to  Alceftes. 

Ale.  Olinthus,  I  remember  nothing  now 
But  that  thou  art  the  fon  of  my  Phenicius. 

Phen.   Permit  me  once   to  view   you  on  the 
throne ; 
My  vows  are  then  complete. 

Ala.  Whatever  I  have 

Is 
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Is  but  the  gift  of  your  fidelity ; 

This  from  Alcefles'  hps  the  world  fliall  learn. 

Phen.  And  from  your  virtues  fliall  the  world  be 
taught. 
That  in  one  heart  may  love  and  glory  reign. 

[Alcefles  and  Cleonice  afcend  the  throne^ 

Chorus. 

Love  that  to  noble  breafts  extends. 

Is  not  a  rival  to  control 
Fair  virtue's  fway ;  but,  mutual  friends. 

To  generous  deeds  they  raifc  the  foul. 

Reft  happy  pair  in  peace  fecure ; 

Henceforth  may  every  favouring  power 
To  you  that  happinefs  enfure. 

Which  Heaven  averfe  denied  before. 


END  OP  THE  THIRD  ACT. 
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THE  DREAM  OF  SCIPIO. 


SPEAKERS. 

SciPio. 

Constancy. 

Fortune. 

PUBLIUS. 

Emilius^  Father  of  Scipio. 

Chorus  of  Heroes. 

The  a6iion  fuppofed  to  be  in  Africa,  in  the 
Palace  of  Masinissa. 


jn  i:/..T.ia  an  '  LOl^ 
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SciPio  afleep,  Constancy,  Fortune. 

Fort.  Come,  mighty  offspring  of  Emilius,  come^ 
Purfue  my  fteps. 

Conf.  O  !  Scipio  !'  come  and  follow 
My  better  track. 

Sc'ip.  Who  dares  difturb  my  reft  ? 

Fort.  'Tis  I. 

Conf.  'Tis  I :  appeafe  thy  ill-tim'd  anger. 

Fort.  Turn,  turn  to  me. 

Conf.  Behold  my  features. 

'   Sc'tp.  Gods  !     :.j  I'^.A'oa  t.*:/.'  ,v.ld   \  \  (T:^  ^r..  vV 
What  blaze  of  light !   What  harmony  unknown  I 
What  forms  are  thefe  fo  fplendid  and  fo  fair  ! 
Where  am  I  ? — ^Who  are  you  ? 

Conf.  The  nurfe  of  heroes. 

Fort.  The  great  difpenfer  I  of  every  good 
The  univerfe  can  yieldv 

Conf.  I  am  Constancy* 

Fort.  And  Fortune  I. 

&cip.  But  wherefore  feek  ye  me  ? 

vol.  I.  D  D  Conf 
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Conf.   That  thou,  O  !  Scipio,  may'll  between 
us  choofe 
Thy  partner  through  the  rugged  paths  of  Hfe. 

Fort,  We  promife  bath  to  make  thee  bleft. 

Conf,  Decide  5 
To  her  or  me  intruft  thy  future  guidance. 

8cip.  I  know  not  what  to  anfwer. 

t'ort.  Doft  thou  doubt  ? 

Conf,  Canft  thou  one  moment  paufe  ? 

Fort.  My  lock  invites  thee  ; 
And  wilt  thou  not  to  me  confign  thy  days  ? 

Conf.  Hear'ft  thou  my  name  and  comTt  not  ? 

Fort,  Speak* 

Conf.  Refolve. 

Scip.  What  fhall  I  anfwer  ?  If  I  muft  refolve. 
One  moment  give  to  commune  with  myfelf. 
Where  am  I  ?  Say,  what  power  has  hither  brought 

me  ?  •>.,'*.   :  ^ 

If  all  I  fee  be  truth,  of  but  a  drtfani, 
If  yet  I  wake,  or  fancy  but  deceive  me  ? 

While  round  this  wondrous  fcene  I  gaze. 
My  foul,  bewilder'd  with  amaze. 

On  nothing  yet  refolves. 
Th(i  heart  in  mingled  paflions  loft. 
As  by  a  troubled  ocean  toll, 

A  thoufand  thoughts  revolves^ 

Conf 
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Conf.  Well  haft  thou  faid.    Converfe  with  each 
apart. 
And  learn  wliate'er  thou  feekeft. 

Fort.  Scipio,  yes : 
But  brief  be  thy  demands :  I  cannot  bear 
A  long  delay  ;  for,  varying  ftill,  I  fliift 
With  every  moment  my  purfuit  and  place. 

Unftable  as  the  wind  am  I, 

With  looks  that  change  and  feet  that  fly : 

With  anger  now  I  burn,  and  now 

The  fmiles  of  pleafure  fmooth  my  brow. 

Sometimes  I  take  delight  awhile, 

To  raife  from  earth  the  ruin'd  pile ; 

And  foon  an  equal  zeal  employ 

My  recent  labour  to  deftroy. 

Sctp.  Where  am  I  then  ?   In  Mafinifla's  palace, 
Where  but  even  now  I  closed  my  eyes  in  fleep  ? 
It  cannot  be. 

Conf.  No,  Africa  is  far, 
Far  diftant  from  us.     Scipio,  thou' art  plac'd 
In  Heaven's  unmeafur'd  temple. 

Fort.  Doft  thou  not 
Confefs  it  by  the  numerous  ftars  that  blaze 
With  glories  round  thee  ?  By  the  unwonted  found 
Of  whirling  fpheres  in  rapturous  minftrelfy  ? 
By  this  celeftial  orb  of  li  ,ing  fapphire 
In  which  they  roll  ? 

D  D  2  Scip* 


404  THE    DREAM    OP    SCIPIO* 

Sci^.  O  !  fay,  amidft  the  fphereS 
What  makes  this  fymphony  ? 

CoTif.  The  fame  that  makes 
With  them  proportion' d  inequality 
Of  meafure  and  of  motion  :  in  their  courfe 
They  circling  meet,  and  each  returns  a  found 
Diftin<ft  from  each,  while  all  together  form  / 

One  perfe6l  concord.     On  the  mortal  lyre 
The  firings,  attemper'd  thus  by  hand  and  ear. 
Emit  fweet  harmony.     This  magic  force. 
This  fecret  rule  that  makes  unlike  agree,  '  ^' 
Is  called  proportion,  univerfal  law 
Of  all,  created  things ;  myfterious  ray 
Of  highefl  wifdom,  which  the  Samian  *  fage 
In  facred  numbers  taught. 

Sc'ip.  But  wherefore  fails 
Such  powerful  melody  to  ftrike  the  fenfc 
Of  human  organs  ?  Why  unheard  by  thofe  »■ 

In  our  terreftrial  dwelling  ? 

Conf.  Strains  like  thefe 
Confound  the  faculties  of  earthly  fenfe.        *         f 

Thofe  eyes  that  feek  tfie  noon-day  fun. 
Soon  loofe  their  dazzled  fight : 

The  ncrvTs  opprefs'd  and  weaken' d,  fluni 
Th'  exceflive  blaze  of  light. 

.  7- 

*  PythagOFM, 

\r-^  <■  <i  ^^  The 
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The  fimple  hind,  who  near  refides 

Where  falling  Nilus  roars, 
Hears  not  the  rufh  of  foaming  tides 

That  (hake  the  dcafen'd  fhores. 

Scip.  Say,  what  inhabitants 

Fort.  No  further  queftion, 
But  make  at  length  thy  choice. 

Scip.  Indulgent  yet 
Say,  who  refide  in  thefe  fupernal  feats  ? 

Conf.   Numbers   are  here,   of  various  virtues, 
fram'd 
To  various  parts. 

Scip,  But  who  their  dwelling  find 
Where  now  we  meet  ? 

Fort.  Behold  who  come  to  inftru6l  thee. 

Scipio,  Constancy,  Fortune,  Publius,  Chorus 

of  Heroes  and  Emilius. 

Chorus. 

From  heroes  fprung,  by  fate  beftow'd 
To  give  to  Rome  her  earlieft  fame, 

O  !  welcome  to  this  bright  abode  : 
No  ftrangers  we  to  Scipio's  name. 


A  tlioufand 
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A  thoufand  glorious  footfteps  view  : 
Lo  !   here  thy  great  forefathers  trace. 

And  through  each  ihining  path  purfue 
The  deeds  of  thy  illuftrious  race. 

Scip.   Ye  powers  !  am  I  deceiv'dj  or  do  th^fo 
eyes 
Behold  my  great  progenitor,  who  bow'd 
Rebellious  Afric  to  the  yoke  of  Rome  ? 

Pub.  Doubt  not ;  'tis  I. 

Sc'ip.  My  foul  is  chill'd  with  awe  \ 
Are  then  the  dead 

Puh.  Scipio,  thou  err'ft,  for  know 
That  Publius  is  not  dead. 

Scijp.  Yet  fure  confum'd 
To  namelefs  a{hes,  midft  the  funeral  pile. 
Long  lince  has  Rome  bewail'd  thee. 

Pub.  Ceafe,  O  !   ceafe ; 
Thou  little  know'ft  thyfelf.     Believ'fl:  thou  then 
That  hand,  thofe  features  and  thofe  limbs,  that  form; 
The  outward  man  are  Scipio  ?  Thou  'rt  deceiv'd— 
They  are  but  veftments — learn,  the  immortal  fenfe. 
By  which  alone  we  think,  conceive  and  live  ; 
That  has  no  parts,  and  cannot  be  diflblv'd. 
That  leflens  not  its  power  by  length  of  years. 
That,  that  is  Scipio,  and  can  never  die. 
Hard  were  indeed  the  deftiny  of  virtue. 

If 
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If  nothing  of  us  liv'd  beyond  the  tomb  ; 

And  if  indeed  we  knew  no  other  good 

Than  what  on  earth  the  wicked  chiefly  fhare. 

No,  Scipio,  no — -the  perfect  cause  of  all 

Is  ever  juft,  beyond  the  funeral  pile 

We  ftill  have  other  hopes.     Thefe  glorious  feats 

Of  light  eternal  are  our  great  reward ; 

And  faireft  of  them  this,  where  dwells  with  me 

Whoe'er  on  earth  has  lov'd  his  native  land ; 

Whoe'er  for  public  good  has  clos'd  his  days^ 

And  for  another's  fake  his  blood  efFus'd. 

If  here  thy  hopes  fome  future  day 

Would  find  a  happy  feat. 
Thy  great  forefathers'  deeds  furvey,  ' 

Nor  Publius'  name  forget. 

By  him,  who  meets  like  us  his  death, 

Here  endlefs  life  is  known  : 
He  merits  not  his  natal  breath, 

Who  lives  but  for  himfelf  alone. 

Sci^.  As  heroes  then  refide 

Fort.  If  ftill  thy  doubts 
Are  unrefolv'd,  my  patience,  Scipio,  fails*— 
Decide-— decide. 

Conf.  Let  him  demand  at  full : 
Since  what  he  learns  will  teach  him  befl  to  fix 
Between  our  claims. 

Scij).  As  heroes  then  refide 

6  In 
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In  thefe  bleft  regions,  wherefore  fees  not  Scipio 
His  warlike  father  ?  • 

Pub.  Doft  thou  not  behold  him 
There  full  reveal'd  to  fight  ? 

Scip.  'Tis  true,  'tis  true. 
Forgive  me,  mighty  father  !  I  have  err'd, 
But  'twas  the  error  of  my  dazzled  eyes, 
I  faw  thee  not :  I  err'd  not  in  my  mind ; 
There  ever  dwells  thy  image — ^Thou  art  he. 
Already  in  thy  well-known  form  I  trace 
Paternal  majefty.    I  gaze  upon  thee, 
And  my  heart  beats  with  love  and  filial  duty. 
Indulgent  Gods !   O  !  father  moft  belov'd, 
O  !  h^py  day  !— but  dofl  thou  calmly  thus 
Receive  thy  fon  ?  Serene,  thy  features  fhow 
No  fond  emotion.    Feel'll  thou  not,  my  father. 
To  fee  me  here,  a  joy  that  equals  mine  ? 

Emil.  The  joy,  my  fon,  which  heavenly  bofoms 
feel 
Opprefles  not  like  yours,  and  yet  is  more. 

Scip.  I  am  rapt  beyond  myfelf — all,  all  is  won- 
der ! 
My  every  fenfe  is  loft  ! 

Emil.  Thou  canft  not  quit 
The  falfe  ideas  of  the  world  below, 
Though  now  fo  far  remote.     Caftdown  thine  eye,^- 
Look  there,  behold  enclos'd  with  murky  clouds,  i 
Yon  little  globe,  yon  fcarce-diftiriguilh'd  fpot. 

Scipt 
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Scip.  Ye  powers  ! — can  that  be  earth  ? 

Emil.  Thy  earth  is  there. 

Sc'ip.  All  its  huge  forefts,  all  its  rapid  floods ; 
Its  mighty  provinces,  contending  realms, 
With  every  countlefs  natioij— Tyber— Kome  ?  -■ 

Emil.  All  in  that  fpot  compris'd, 

Scip.  O  !  fire  belov  d  ! 
How  vain,  how  nothing  to  my  light  appears 
The  wretched  theatre  of  human  pride  ! 

Emil.  Ah  !  could'ft  thou  on  that  tlieatre,  my 
Ion, 
Obferve  the^6lors ;  fee  their  follies,  dreams. 
Their  falfe  purfuits ;  and  every  caufe  that  here 
Claims  juft  deriiion,  there  exciting  rage. 
And  grief  and  joy  and  love — How  wretched  then  ' 
^o  thee  would  feem  the  boafts  of  human- kind. 

You  haplefs  mortals,  fmile  below 
To  mark  the  puling  infant's  woe ; 
And  mock  the  little  tears  that  flow 
I  For  every  trivial  ill. 

No  lefs  above  we  fmile  to  view 
Man's  ripen'd  age  fuch  toys  purfue. 
And  even  with  locks  of  filver  hue. 
Be  helplefs  children  Hill. 

Scip.  O  !  Publius !   O  !  my  father  !  let  me  here 
With  you  reflde.     I  gladly  will  forfake 

r   •,,  That 
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That  feat  of  human  wretchednefs  below. 

Fori,  It  is  not  yet  allow'd, 

Conf,  It  cannot  be, 

Vuh.  Thou  yet  mud  live  and  long, 

Scip.  I've  liv'd  enough. 
Enough  for  Scipio. 

Km'il,  Yes ;  but  not  enough 
For  Fate's  defigns,  or  for  the  weal  of  Rome, 
For  earth  and  Heaven. 

Tub.  Much  haft  thou  done  already, 
But  more  remains  to  do.     'Tis  not  in  vain 
That  Scipio  boafts  the  honours  of  his  race, 
His  lineal  wreaths  ;  and  not  by  chance  the  plains 
Of  fair  Iberia  ovvn'd  thy  youthful  toils. 
Think  not  thou  bear'ft  in  vain  the  glorious  name 
Fatal  to  Africa.     The  talk  was  mine 
To  lay  the  yoke  on  fuch  a  potent  foe. 
But  thine  is  to  deftroy  him^ — Go — meantime 
Prepare  no  lefs  for  fufFerings  than  for  triumph  : 
Both  furnifh  palms  for  Virtue.     Deftiny 
May  fhake,  but  not  fubdue  her  :  when  fhe  ftrive* 
With  adverfe  days  fhe  fhines  with  nobler  fame. 


Hi^h. 
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High-feated  on  the  mountain's  brow 
An  aged  oak,  when  tempefts  blow. 

Secure  the  iDluftering  rage  fuftains: 
His  leaves  in  winter  fcatter'd  round. 
With  firmer  root  he  ftrikes  the  ground. 

And  lofmg  beauty  ftrength  he  gains. 

Sclp,  Since  all  were  vaip  to  oppofe  the  will  of 
Fate, 
I  yield  to  her  decree. 

Conf.  Now,  Scipio,  time 
Demands  thy  choice. 

Fort.  Thou  need'ft  no  further  learn. 
But  well  canfl  judge  between  us.  , 

Scip.  'Tis  requir'd, 
O  !  Publius,  that  of  thefe  contending  powers — 

Pub.  I  know  it  all — a6l  as  thou  wilt. 

Scip.  My  father, 
O  !  give  mp  counfel. 

Em'th  No ;  my  counfel,  fon. 
From  thee  would  take  the  glory  of  thy  choice. 

Fort.  If  thou  would'll  wifli  for  happinefs,  be- 
ware 
Thou  dallieft  not  with  Fortune — Scipio,  feize 
The  moment  when  my  lock  invites  thy  hand. 

Sclp.    But  tell  me,  thou  that  urgefl  thus  thy 
claim, 

•      Why 
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M^'hy  fhould  I  follow  thee,  and  why  prefer 
Thy  Heps  before  thy  rival's  ? 

ForL  What  attempt, 
Without  my  aid,  can  e'er  with  man  fucceed  ? 
Know'it  thou  my  power  ?  I  am  arbitrefs  below 
Of  every  good  or  ill :  behold  the  hand. 
That  fcatters,  at  my  pleafure,  grief  or  joy, 
Difgrace  or  honours,  poverty  or  wealth. 
Lo  !  I  am  she  that  builds,  deflroys,  renews 
The  mightiell  empires.     I,  at  will,  can  change 
A  cottage  to  a  throne  ;  and,  at  my  nod, 
A  throne  becomes  a  cottage.     In  the  fky 
Whirlwinds  are  mine,  and  tempefls  on  the  fea, 
I  rule  the  fate  of  armies :  at  my  fmile 
Defeat  becomes  a  gain,  and  palms  arife 
From  battles  loft  ;  and  when  difpleas'd,  I  rend 
The  promis'd  laurel  from  the  victor's  hand. 
Even  on  the  edge  of  conquefl,     Would'll  thou 

more  ? 
Virtue  and  valour  both  confefs  my  fway. 
When  Fortune  wills  the  vileft  feems  moil  bold. 
And  bold  the  vileft.     In  defpite  of  juftice. 
Guilt  ftands  abfolv'd,  and  innogeijc^  is  guilty. 

To  hiip  I  view  with  favouring  light. 
Like  day  appears  the  gloomy  night : 
For  him,  when  winter  binds  the  plain,  ^ 
Earth  gives  to  fpring  the  golden  grain. 
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But  when  on  one,  in  evil  hour. 
The  angry  eyes  of  Fortune  lour; 
To  him  the  wood  its  fliade  denies ; 
No  waves  for  him  the  fea  fupplies. 

Sap.  And  is  there  nothing  then  on  earth"^o  bp- 
pofe 
To  fuch  tremendous  power  ? 

Conf.  Yes — Constancy. 
Know,  Scipio,  I,  and  I  alone,  prefcribe 
The  law  and  limits  to  her  dreaded  reign. 
Where'er  I  am  flie  never  can  extend 
Her  mutable  dominion.     In  my  prefence. 
Her  beft  of  eifts  will  never  boaft  a  charm. 
Nor  fliall  her  threats  have  terror.    Virtue,  valour, 
Perchance  from  her  may  fufler  wrong ;  but  Time, 
My  great  avenger,  will  at  length  aliign  j 

To  every  deed  its  merit. — Not  in  her,  .    j 

In  ME,  O  !   Scipio,  the  preferver  view 
Of  ftates  and  empires :  this  thy  anceflors. 
And  this  thy  Rome  experienc'd.     Prefs'd  indeed 
■  By  Brennus,  in  Tarpeias'  rocky  ftraits, 
The  Latian  freedom  fhook,  but  could  not  fail. 
'Tis  true,  that  on  the  banks  of  Aufidus 
The  Roman  conful  faw  his  warrior-youth 
_A11  perifh  by  the  fword ;  but  fcorn'd  himfelf 
To  link  in  blank  defpair.     To  gain  the  palms. 
The  lateft  palms  from  Rome,  with  all  his  hoft 
Of  countlefs  ftandards,  Annibal  o'erfhades 

The 
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The  Roman  foil,  but  finds  that  foil  a  grave 
To  all  the  vi6lor's  hopes.     Such  deeds  are  mine^ 
And  fuch  as  Fortune  never  can  refift. 
She,  wearied  foon,  a  different  afpe6l  wears ; 
And  in  her  own  defpite  becomes  my  Have. 

The  rock,  with  foamy  billows  white. 
Seems  finking  down  the  tumbling  tide. 

While  foaring  o'er  its  topmofl  height. 
The  waters  gain  on  every  fide. 

But  proudly  batter'd  round  in  vain 
Its  flately  head  the  tempefl  braves. 

Till  fmooth'd  to  calms,  the  placid  main 
Creeps  round  its  foot  with  lambent  waves. 

Scip.  No  more — ^celeflial  Constancy,  'tis  thine  : 
Lead  where  thou  wilt,  I  afk  no  other  guide  ; 
I  follow  thee. 

Fort.  Are  then  my  gifts  defpis'd  ? 

Scip.  I  feek  not,  nor  refufe  them. 

Fort.  And  my  rage  ? 

Scip.  I  not  defy,  nor  fear  it. 

Fori.  Scipio,  think ; 
Thou  may'fl  in  vain  repent — ^look  well  upon  me — 
Refledl,  and  then  refolve. 

Scip.  I  am  refolv'd. 


Go, 
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Go,  boafl  an  undifputed  fway, 
That  all  mankind  thy  rule  obey ; 
Yet  think  not  hence  in  chains  to  bind 
A  noble  heart,  a  virtuous  mind, 

That  neither  fear  nor  bafenefs  knows. 
Let  abje6l  fouls  thy  influence  own. 
And  bend  before  thy  tyrant-throne ; 
Such  fouls  as  godlike  gifts  defpife. 
And  only  fordid  merit  prize, 

Such  merit  as  thy  fmile  beftows. 

Forf.  Is  there  a  mortal  then  that  dares  deny 
To  me  his  vows,  and  flight  my  profFerr'd  grace  ? 

Scip.  Yes — I  am  he. 

Fort.  'Tis  well — prepare  to  prove 
My  hoflile  fury — -Come,  difafters  dire. 
Adventures  horrible  !  Ye  minifters 
Of  my  refentment — crufh  this  daring  rebel, 
To  you  confign'd,  and  doom'd  to  every  woe. 

Sdj).   Ye  powers !   what  can  this  mean  !  what 

fanguine  gleam  ! 
What  clouds  and  ftorms  !  What  darknefs  gathers 

round  ! 
And   hark !    refoundlng   through   the   affrighted 

fpheres 
What  horrid  crafh  !  A  hundred  forky  bolts 
Hifs  o'er  my  head,  while  yon  ethereal  vault 
Seems  tumbling  into  chaos ! — But  the  foul 

Of 
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Of  Scipio  knows  not  fear — In  vain  your  threats^ 
Infulting  Fortune  !  Goddefs  ftill  unjuft. 
Perfidious  power  !— But  hold,  what  voice  awakes 
My  {lumbering  fenfe  ?  Where  am  I  ?  This  is  fure 
The  abode  of  MaiinifTa— where  is  Publius  ? 
My  father,    where  ?     The   heavens,    and   (tarry 

fpheres 
All  vanifh'd,  and  thefe  wonders  but  a  dream  ! 
Yet  this  at  leaft  is  real — Constancy 
Still  dwells  with  Scipio — in  my  breaft  I  feel 
Her  facred  influence — friendly  Gods  !  I  own 
Your  favouring  grace — aufpicious  omen,  hail ! 


THE    END    OP    SCiriO  S    DREAM. 
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THE  EXCUSE. 


Forgive  me,  yet  I  know  not  whence 
Unjuftly  thus  my  Chloris  takes  offence. 
What  have  I  faid,  my  fair  ? 
My  haplefs  error  now  declare. 
I  faid,  I  LOVE  THEE,  deareft  maid. 
Thou  art  my  soul's  delight,  I  faid. 
If  this  difpleafe,  ah  !  tell  me  why  ?^ 
Is  this  a  crime  of  deepeft  dye  ? 
If  love  of  thee  be  guilt,  then  he  alone 
Is  innocent,  who  ne'er  has  Chloris  known. 

Name,  Chloris,  one,  of  all  the  fwains. 

Who  fpeaks  to  thee  and  breathes  not  love. 

Who  fees  thee,  yet  efcapes  thy  chains ; 
Then,  if  thou  canft,  my  flame  reprove. 

But  why,  when  numbers  thus  offend, 
Muil  I  beneath  thy  fentence  pine  ? 

If  Chloris'  charms  her  fex  tranfcend. 
Ah  I  cruel  nymph,  no  blame  is  mine. 

E  £  2  B& 
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Be  now  appeas'd,  refume  each  winning  grace, 
Thou  know'fl  not  how  a  frown  deforms  that  lovely 
fecc, 

Ah  !  truft  not  me,  -v 

But  bending  fee 
In  yonder  fountain — ^Told  I  true 
What  there,  alas !  does  Chloris  view  ? 
That  clouded  brow,  that  haughty  air. 
Have  chang'd  thofe  features,  late  fo  fair  : 
But  would'ft  thou  make  thine  anger  known, 
A  better  vengeance  is  thine  own. 
If  'tis  a  fault  to  fay,  "  I  live 

To  LOVE  BUT  THEE,  MY  SOUl's  DELIGHT  !" 

Thou  may'll  with  eafe  fuch  wrong  requite. 
Retort  the  offence  on  me,  and  I'll  the  offence  for- 
give.  ,      ,     , 

I'll  patient  hear  my  Chloris  tell 

And  dofl  thou  fmile  ? — ^Enchanting  fpell ! . 

That  fleals  me  from  myfelf  away. 

Hafle,  Chloris,  in  the  flream  furvey 

What  wonders  now  thy  looks  difplay. 
If  thus  a  fmile  can  love's  foft  power  renew. 
Ah  !  what,  my  fair,  would  gentle  pity  do  ? 

I  own  tliat  Beauty,  when  fhe  fmiles. 

With  magic  every  care  beguiles ; 
But  Beauty,  when  fhe"  heals  the  heart  that  bleeds, 
Afilimes  a  charm  that  every  charm  exceeds. 


To 
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To  yon  clear  fount  again  repair. 

Again  thy  features  trace  ; 
But  let  compaffion  now,  my  fair. 

Give  every  feature  grace. 

A  thoufand  charms,  unknown  before. 

Thy  perfon  fhall  adorn ; 
Nor  thofe  bright  eyes  fhall  ever  more 

Be  arm'd  with  cruel  fcorn. 


THE 
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THE  ADVICE. 


Hear,  Thyrfis,  and  in  friendfliip  hear. 

The  counfel  of  a  friend  fincere  : 

I  pity  now  thy  dangerous  ftate. 

And  tremble  for  thy  near-impending  fate. 

Say,  who  could  thus  my  friend  advife 

On  Nyfa's  face  to  fix  his  eyes  ? 

Ah  !  haplefs  youth,  in  time  beware. 

Thou  foon  wilt  fall  into  her  fnare. 

* 

Nyfa  has  each  alluring  art 
(Too  well  I  know,)  that  wins  the  heart : 
In  every  look  has  Nyfa  charms. 
With  every  look  each  bofom  warms  ; 
Yet  none  can  tell  the  caufe  that  kindles  thefe 

alarms : 
Each  nymph  in  vain,  like  her,  fuch  triumph  feeks 

to  prove ; 
But  ah  !  thou  little  know'fl  her  tyrant  fway  in  love. 

I  know  it  well :  the  fatal  hour. 

When  firfl  I  view'd  thofe  piercing  eyes, 

Subdu'd  my  heart  to  Beauty's  power. 
And  heav'd  my  breafl  with  endlefs  fighs. 

I  know  it  well — nor  lefs  have  known 

The  fhady  vales  and  forefls  drear. 

That  oft  have  anfwer'd  to  my  moan. 

And  learn'd  from  me  a  name  fo  dear. 

If 


CANTATAS.  423 

If  thou  canft  now  thofc  winning  looks  believe 
That  thus  thy  better  fenfe  deceive ; 
If  thou  beUev'fl  a  languid  glance 
That  feems  to  meet  with  thine  by  chance  : 
If  thou  canfl  truft  a  fpeech  of  guileful  words 
That,  without  promife,  every  hope  affords ; 
Then  may'ft  thou  think  the  artful  maid 
By  love  and  mild  compaffion  fway'd  : 
Alas !  I  thought  it  once,  but  found  myfelf  be- 
tray'd. 
Vain  folly  !  Nyfa  only  knows  to  prize 
'     The  triumphs  of  her  fatal  eyes  : 

She  only  joys  to  view,  each  hour^ 
The  crowd  of  wretches  that  increafe  her  power  : 
She  fooths  her  lovers  lately  gain'd ; 
But  thofe  infults  fhe  long  has  held 
To  Beauty's  cruel  yoke  compell'd ; 
Yet  not  a  flave  efcapes,  whom  once  her  wiles  re- 
tain'd. 
What  art  fhe  owns  no  tongue  can  tell,  • 
What  fecret  force  of  magic  fpell ; 
But,  while  fhe  fcorns,  fhe  bids  foft  paflions  rife, 
And,  while  fhe  feems  to  offend,  fhe  binds  with 
flronger  ties. 


If 
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If  e*er  fhe  warms  thy  breaft  to  love. 
No  longer  hope  for  peace  ; 

A  galling  bondage  fhalt  thou  prove. 
Nor  ever  find  releafe. 

To  love  her  with  a  conftant  heart. 
New  woes  thou  muft  fuftain ; 

And  if  thou  feek'ft  from  her  to  part. 
Death  only  breaks  thy  chain,  :    i 


THE 
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THE  STORM. 


Ah  !  Nyfa,  fly  me  not,  nor  think  me  here 
With  love's  forbidden  tale  to  vex  thine  ear. 
But  fee  !  in  threatening  Ikies 
The  gathering  tempeft  rife  ! 
Say^  would'ft  thou  lead  to  flieltering  fold 
Thy  timorous  flock  ?  A  friend  behold 
To  fliare  thy  talk — and  think  me  not  too  bold. 
Hafl^  thou  no  dread  ?  An  infl:ant  flirouds 
The  face  of  Heaven  in  darkening  clouds ; 
The  wind,  high -lifting  from  the  ground 
The  duft  and  wither'd  leaves^  in   eddies  whirls 
them  round. 
From  murmurs  thro'  the  branches  light : 
From  fluttering  birds'  uncertain  flight : 
From  the  drops  that,  falling  flow,       '    ;■« 
Our  cheeks  bedew — full  well  I  know 

By  every  fign Ah  !  Nyfa,  told  I  true  ? 

Hark  !  how  the  thunder  growls,  the  ftreamy  light- 
ning view  : 
But,  whither,  whither  doft:  thou  fly  ? 
Ah  !  turn  again, — a  friend  is  nigh  : 
Forget  thy  flock,  to  yonder  cave  repair, 
And  I,  befide  thee  plac'd,  will  watch  my  darling 
fair, 

Thoii 
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Thou  trembleft,  idol  of  my  heart, 
New  fears  thy  bofom  move  ; 

Fear  not — from  thee  I'll  ne'er  depart, 
Nor  whifper  aught  of  love. 

When  thunders  roar  and  lightnings  play^ 
With  thee  ftill  let  me  dwell ; 

But  when  the  florm  is  paft  away. 
Ungrateful  nymph,  farewell. 

Sit  then,  fecurely  fit — within  the  womb 

Of  this  lone  rock,  no  lightnings  pierce  the  glooiri, 

No  thunder-bolt  defcends : 
Wide-circling  round  a  laurel  grove  extends, 
And  from  celeftial  wrath  this  hallow'd  fpot  dc- " 
fends. 
Sit  then,  my  love— O  !  Heavens !  I  feel  thee  no\V 
Clofe-trembling  at  my  fide — thy  hands  entwin'd 
Are  lock'd  in  mine,  as  if  defign'd 
To  keep  me  near  thee  fiill-^and  what  Ihall  bid  me 

go  ?  , 

Rage,  rage,  ye  ficies !  ye  rage  in  vain. 
Here  ftill  unfhaken  I  remain. 
O  !  moments  fought  fo  long  ;  but  far  more  dear 
Were  thefe  the  fruits  of  love,  and  not  of  fear. 
Yet  let  me,  Nyfa,  ftill  believe, 

And  ftill  my  flatter'd  fenfe  deceive 

Who  knows  ?  perhaps  I  long  thy  heart  poflefs'd, 
And  modefty,  not  rigour,  chilFd  thy  breaft. 

The 
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The  terror  now  thou  feem'ft  to  prove 
Perhaps  is  but  the  feint  of  love 
Ah  !  fpeak,  my  fair,  have  I  truth  divined  ? 
Thy  hps  are  lilent  Hill,  thine  eyes  to  earth  de-» 
din'd. 
^r—O  !  Heavens  !  a  blu(h  !  a  fmile  ! 
Do  thefe  my  hopes  beguile  ? 
O  !  no — I  fee,  nor  fee  by  hope  alone. 
That  blufh,  that  fmile  makes  every  wifh  my  own/ 

Amidft  the  gloom  returning  peace 

Forbids  me  more  to  mourn. 
Then  never  may  the  temped  ceafe. 

Or  cheerful  day  return. 

Of  all  the  days  the  fun  can  give 

I  feek  no  brighter  fky  : 
With  thee,  my  love,  I  thus  would  live. 

With  thee  I  thus  would  die. 
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JEALOUSY. 


FoRGivB  me,  deareft  Nyfa,  O  I  forgive 
My  jealous  thoughts,  nor  let  me  longer  live 

To  call  thee  faithlefs — I  deteft 
The  dark  fufpicions  harbour'd  in  my  breaft. 

No  more  my  doubts  fhall  wrong  the  fair ; 

Now,  by  thofe  beauteous  lips  I  fwear ; 
For  ftill  in  thee,  thou  treafure  of  my  foul ! 
The  laws  I  wor(hip  that  my  fate  control. 

Yes,  beauteous  lips,  where  gentle  love 

Has  fram'd  his  downy  neft ; 
To  me  you  vow'd  your  truth  to  prove ; 
Your  vow  muft  every  fear  remove ; 

On  that  my  hope  I  reft. 

If  e'er  I  rafhly  more  complain 

Of  lovely  Nyfa's  flight. 
Henceforth  from  me  may  Heaven  retain 

The  cheering  beams  of  light. 

I  own  my  crime,  nor  feek  to  make  defence. 
Then  punifh  if  thou  wilt — yet  fome  pretence 
Thy  lover  fure  may  plead  for  thefe  alarms. 
Since  Thyrfis  dotes  upon  thy  charms. 

1  This 
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This  well  I  know,  and  thou  no  lefs^ 
O  !  Nyfa,  mud  the  truth  confefs. 
From  all  fecluded  thee  I  find 
With  him  in  fecret  conyerfe  join'd. 
At  my  approach  a  deep  vermillion  dyes 
Thy  alter'd  cheek,  from  his  the  colour  flies. 
Both  feem  confus'd. 
As  felf-accus'd, 
And  eithers'  faltering  words  confefs  furprife. 
He  fteals  a  tender  look  at  thee ; 
Thou  fmil'ft  at  him,  and  ah  !  I  fee 
How  well  the  fmile  and  blufh  agree. 
When  firft  to  thee  I  fpoke  of  love. 
Such,  cruel  Nyfa,  was  thy  fmile, 
So  did  thy  blulh  my  heart  beguile. 
And  do  I  caufelefs  now  thy  want  of  truth  reprove  ? 
And  doft  thou  not  betray  me  ?  Faithlefs  maid  ! 
Ingrate  and  barbarous ! — Ah  !  what  have  I  faid  ? 
I  fwore  on  thee  my  peace  to  reft ; 
And  lo  !  new  doubts  my  peace  moleft. 
Dear  nymph,  forgive — in  vain  I  fwore. 
And  now  my  folly  I  deplore  : 
Ah  !  think  that  love  diftra<^s  my  brain, 
JJor  think  me  now  the  firft  to  fwear  and  fwear  in 
vain. 


When 
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When  fafe  at  land  the  failoF  vows 
To  trufl  no  more  the  waves ; 

But  when  the  ftorm  no  longer  blows. 
Again  the  deep  he  braves. 

The  warrior  oft,  retir'd  from  arms, 
Abjures  the  fword  to  yield ; 

But  when  the  trumpet  founds  alarms. 
He  rufhes  to  the  field, 
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Tell  me,  proud  dream,  the  hidden  fourcc 
From  which  thy  rifin'g  waters  flow : 

I  hafte  to  Chloris — flay  thy  courfe — 
O  !  hear  me — I  to  Chloris  go. 

She  waits  me  on  the  further  (hore ; 

Ah  !  let  me  now  my  fair  one  join ; 
Thfen  through  my  fields  a  deluge  pour. 

At  thee  no  longer  I'll  repine. 

But  while  I  fpeak,  behold  thy  flood  increased ; 
The  day  is  near,  light  ftreaks  the  glimmering  eafl:. 
My  Chloris  waits,  but  waits  in  vain. 
While  yet  compell'd  I  here  remain. 
Ah  !  cruel  thou,  what  crime  unknown 
Has  drawn  on  me  thy  vengeance  down  ? 
Oft  have  I  turn'd  the  herds  afide 
To  keep  unftain'd  thy  limpid  tide  : 
From  Phyllis  and  Lycoris  I  alone 
J*referv'd  the  flowers  along  thy  margin  grown. 
To  fpare  thy  fliream  I  oft  refus'd  to  take 
A  few  cool  drops  my  thirft  to  flake. 
If  e'er  the  world  has  heard  thy  name. 
To  me,  and  to  my  mufe  afcribe  the  fame. 
When  fummer  heats  have  parch'd  the  glade, 
Jf  then  thou  glideft  through  the  ftiade, 

Q  Twas 
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'Twls  I  whofe  care  thofe  fhades  fupplied, 
And  bade  the  laurel  deck  thy  now  ungrateful  tide. 
Thy  waters  once  would  idly  creep, 
And  fcarce  their  humble  channel  fleep. 
A  flender  branch,  that  from  a  fapling  nigh 
The  wind  had  rent,  fuffic'd  to  turn  thy  current  dry. 
A  river  now,  with  fweliing  waves. 
No  more  controll'd,  thy  fury  raves ; 
And  bears  along,  difdaining  bound. 
The  ilones  and  trees  with  deafening  found, 
,  Heeds  not  in  me  a  lover's  plaintive  cry, 
Nor  liftens  to  my  prayer,  but  foams  and  pafles  by. 

Yet  foon,  within  a  narrower  bed 

Again  thou  fhalt  fubfide. 
And  fcarce  with  fcanty  moifture  fed. 

Through  murmuring  pebbles  glide. 

Then  will  I  pafs  from  fhore  to  fhore. 

In  fport  thy  waters  ftain. 
That  ne'er  fhall  roll  their  tribute  more 

UnfuUied  to  the  main. 


END   OP   THE   FIRST   VOLUME. 
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